nothing short of a written invitation 
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/41332449. 


Rating: Teen And Up Audiences 

Archive Warning: Creator Chose Not To Use Archive Warnings 

Category: 

Fandom: A RIKER | The Scum Villain's Self-Saving System 
- Móxiang Tóngxiü 

Relationship: Lit Qinggé/Shén Yuan | Shén Qinggiü 

Characters: Liù Qinggé, Shén Yuan | Shén Qinggiü, Original Shén Qinggiü, Shang 
Qinghua 

Additional Tags: 


Original Shén Qinggiti & Shén Yuan | Shén Qinggiü are Twins, 5+1 
Things 

Language: English 

Series: Part 1 of rsvp 

Collections: I promise to reread you $3 «9 


Stats: Published: 2022-08-28 Completed: 2022-10-09 Words: 20,147 Chapters: 
7/71 


nothing short of a written invitation 
by alykapedia 


Summary 


Honestly, you'd think that after transmigrating into an omegaverse AU of Airplane's shitty 
novel, Shen Yuan would have an easier time getting ravished around here. But nooooo, he 
had to fall for the most respectable alpha in this entire dumpster fire of a novel! 


Seriously, Liu-juju's control was insane! 


(Or: Five (5) times Liu Qingge managed to resist Shen Yuan's pheromones and one (1) time 
Shen Yuan didn't let him.) 


Notes 


so. um. i started writing this to procrastinate on a different liushen fic and 1 honestly meant 
this to be like, under 2k words. which. obviously didn't happen. because liu qingge keeps 
having thoughts and feelings for shen yuan all over the place. so. yeah. fyi i've made the 
executive decision to use qianyuan/zhongyong/kunze in lieu of a/b/o because...reasons (read: 
i like how they sound) 


this is...mostly done, so hopefully(?) i won't take too long to post the next bits, but like,,,no 
promises 


also. in the spirit of airplane shooting towards the sky, this fic is brought to you by vibes only. 
no thoughts. not more than 2 brain cells were used to write this fic so 1 advise that you also 
don't use too many brain cells when reading thank u 


Chapter Summary 


“I’m way too old to present,” Shen Yuan volleys back in a fluster, before he continues 
into a tirade, voice steadily rising. “Is it possible I got bitten by one of the spiders 
earlier? Like, that’s a thing, right? I’m pretty sure it’s a thing. I’ve been poisoned. It’s 
what this is. I’ve been poisoned by those spiders, because I cannot possibly be 
presenting as a kunze at nineteen!” 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


The assignment—harvesting rainbow silk from the Giant Crystal Cave Wolf-Head Spiders 
for An Ding—is simple and straightforward enough. The creatures are slow, not to mention 
docile and virtually harmless, with the only real risk being trodden upon by a gigantic, hairy 
appendage if one isn’t paying attention. It's an easy assignment, more suited for the younger 
disciples only beginning to leave the safety of Cang Qiong Mountain. Sure, there are 
currently ten Giant Crystal Cave Wolf-Head Spiders wandering around in the vicinity, but Liu 
Minghui maintains that even with that number, one head disciple would have accomplished 
the assignment easily enough and there was really no need to send two head disciples for 
something that's practically a milk run, let alone him and Shen Yuan. 


Not that Liu Minghui would ever turn his nose up at a chance to spend time with Shen Yuan. 
Especially not after the nearly three months’ worth of frigid silence stretched taut between 
them, brought about by an egregious assumption about Shen Jiu on Liu Minghui's part. And 
perhaps, an even more egregious underestimation of just how protective Shen Yuan can be 
towards the people he cares about. 


It had been a foolish mistake, given that he’d been at the receiving end of that protectiveness 
far too many times to count. He’s honestly lost count of just how many times a frazzled Shen 
Yuan had dragged him away from a seemingly innocuous plant or other, rattling off an entire 
library’s worth of knowledge— yes, Liu-shidi, I know you’re a big, strong cultivator but one 
whiff from that flower will have your skin sloughing off in chunks . Not to mention the fact 
that the first time they’d formally met—and Liu Minghui finally realized that Shen Jiu and 
Shen Yuan were twins and two very different people—Shen Yuan had been in the middle of 
telling off a group of troublemakers from Bai Zhan nearly twice his size for bullying a couple 
of younger Qing Jing disciples, armed only with a silk fan and a few choice words. 


So, really, he’s not sure what he expected when he lobbied those accusations against Shen 
Jiu, but nothing could have possibly prepared him for the sudden absence of Shen Yuan's 
presence and regard. It had been absolutely devastating in a way he still struggles to explain, 


and Liu Minghui never wants to lose Shen Yuan's friendship ever again, even if it means 
having to make nice with Shen Jiu for the rest of their lives. 


("A-Yuan will not speak with you," Shen Jiu says with an imperious flutter of his fan after a 
tense and uncomfortable beat of silence, and Liu Minghui has to tamp down on the scowl 
threatening at the corners of his mouth. "Surely you've figured that out by now after, what, 
two and a half months?" 


The condescension grates, and only the memory of Qi Jingyi’s, look, from what Shang- 
shixiong said, the only way our dearest darling A-Yuan will ever speak to you again is if you 
apologize to Shen-shixiong, reminds him of why he’s here in the first place and why he really, 
really shouldn’t be thinking about punching Shen Jiu on his hateful little face. "I'm not here 
for Shen Yuan,” he says and it almost feels wrong to have to say it when Shen Yuan remains 
as the only reason why he’d willingly visit Qing Jing, but needs must, and when it comes 
down to it, this entire endeavor is for Shen Yuan. *I came here to speak with you." 


Quirking a thin eyebrow at him, Shen Jiu bites back with a, "then you have even less of a 
reason to be here,” lips curling into a sneer as he begins to turn on his heels. A clear 
dismissal, if anything. And maybe, if this had been any other day, any other situation, Liu 
Minghui would take the dismissal for what it is, but he's here for a reason, and he doesn't 
know when he'll be able to set foot on Qing Jing again without getting violently thrown off 
by the security arrays. 


"I apologize for what I said," he blurts out, and the desperation must show in his voice 
because Shen Jiu pauses, one eyebrow tilting higher as if to say, well, go on. “I shouldn't have 
jumped into conclusions when I saw you at the brothel.” Sprawled out on a luohan like some 
indolent zhongyong lordling, surrounded on all sides by sweet-smelling kunze—the sight had 
Liu Minghui's hackles rising in righteous indignation. 


"And what if those conclusions were correct, what then, hm?" Shen Jiu presses, sharp eyes 
narrowed into slits as a sardonic smile spreads across his face, satisfied to have caught him in 
a perceived lie. “Will you rescind your apology?" 


Do it for Shen Yuan, he reminds himself, repeating the words in his head like a mantra. "What 
you do on your own time is your business," Liu Minghui says through gritted teeth, hands 
clenched into fists on his side. 


Shen Jiu hums, making a show of tapping his closed fan against his palm, once, twice, thrice, 
and then a fourth and final time. "Hm, that looked incredibly painful to admit," he muses 
aloud, amusement coming off of him in waves and Liu Minghui has to hold onto the memory 
of Shen Yuan's crooked smiles to keep himself from unsheathing Cheng Luan right then and 
there. Shen Jiu gives him another appraising look before finally saying, "get off my peak," 
and activating a hidden security array. 


Asshole.) 


Still, what’s done is done, and with his (begrudging) apology to Shen Jiu (begrudgingly) 
accepted, Shen Yuan has forgiven him as well. There’s still some lingering awkwardness, 
reminding Liu Minghui of the earlier days of their acquaintance when he didn’t quite know 
what to make of Shen Yuan, and Shen Yuan didn’t quite know what to make of him either 
and was endlessly delighted by it, but it’s much better than the cold shoulders he’d been 
subjected to. Shen Yuan still isn’t back to regularly flitting in and out of Bai Zhan to regale 
Liu Minghui with some new monster fact or other, but at least he’s no longer avoiding Liu 
Minghui every single time their paths crossed. 


Of course, Liu Minghui would have preferred to spend time with Shen Yuan by his own 
merits without his shizun and the Qing Jing Peak Lord's heavy-handed meddling, but given 
the current state of things...he'll take what he can get. And well, when it comes down to it, 
the difficulty level of the assignment, or lack thereof, allows them more time to, as Shen 
Yuan would say, play tourist at the nearby town before they're expected back at the peaks 
(and before Shen Jiu would appear out of thin air to drag Shen Yuan back to the safety of 
Qing Jing like the nesting kunze he was most definitely not). 


There's an invitation that's been ready on his tongue ever since they've filled the last of their 
qiankun pouches with the rainbow silk and exited the cave system, and Liu Minghui braces 
himself, shoring up his reserves of courage as he turns to Shen Yuan—who’s leaning 
precariously against a nearby tree, looking dazed and flushed, a faint sheen of sweat 
glistening on his forehead. 


“Shen Yuan?” Liu Minghui calls, rushing to his side as worry churns in the pit of his 
stomach. Had he been so lost in his own thoughts that he failed to notice something 
happening to Shen Yuan? Liu Minghui would never forgive himself if so. “What happened?” 
He asks, eyes roving over Shen Yuan’s form for any visible signs of injury and finding none. 
Aside from the bright red flush that has now spread down to his neck, Shen Yuan looks the 
same as ever. “Shen Yuan? Shixiong, are you okay?” He tries again, and habit has him 
reaching out to take Shen Yuan’s too-thin wrist and check on his meridians. 


At his touch, Shen Yuan startles with a gasp, pupils blowing impossibly wide as Liu Minghui 
steps in close. “Shidi!” Shen Yuan starts, staring up at Liu Minghui as if he’s never seen him 
before. “Are you hot? Not that that’s a—obviously you are," Shen Yuan continues 
nonsensically before he can even begin to respond, waving the hand that he isn’t holding still 
over Liu Minghui’s form as if in demonstration. “It’s just—I mean...do you feel hot or am I 
the only one who feels like I’m melting out of my skin?” He finally asks, and ah , Liu 
Minghui thinks, closing his eyes in mild exasperation because that partially answers his 
question as to what's going on. 


“Did you touch something you shouldn't have again?" 


Between the two of them, it's unfortunately a common enough occurrence that he feels 
comfortable and perfectly justified asking the question, even as Shen Yuan puffs up in mock 
offense, adopting an expression of indignance that fools absolutely no one. The sight of 
which loosens some of the worry strung tight in Liu Minghui’s chest. 


“T resent that very much.” Shen Yuan pouts, turning his hand around Liu Minghui’s hold to 
pinch him ineffectively on the arm, nearly glancing against the scent glands on his wrist 


that’s begun to itch for some reason. “But no, Liu-shidi, I didn’t—” 


The rest of Shen Yuan’s words ends in a reedy whine as he doubles over, arms coming up to 
wrap around his middle, and it’s all Liu Minghui can do to catch him by the elbows as all the 
strength seems to leave Shen Yuan’s knees. 


“Shen Yuan!” Liu Minghui is already in the middle of formulating the fastest way back to the 
mountain range, quickly considering several routes and discarding them just as quickly, when 
he takes a deep, bolstering breath at the same time Shen Yuan does, and it’s a terrible, terrible 
mistake as they both realize what’s going on. Because a cloying sweetness is beginning to fill 
the air between them, flooding his lungs, and Liu Minghui finally recognizes the growing 
warmth prickling under his skin for what it is. Heat. Shen Yuan was going into heat—a 
presentation heat. “Oh.” 


“Oh,” Shen Yuan echoes dumbly, mouth falling open in a small, pink o that he has to force 
himself to look away from. It feels...wrong, somehow, to look at Shen Yuan when he’s like 
this, obscene and intrusive. Liu Minghui makes to pull back in an attempt to give them both 
some space to breathe and gather their wits, but Shen Yuan is grasping at him like a lifeline 
and gasping out, “don’t go,” as if Liu Minghui is the only thing keeping him from giving into 
the panic evident in the tense line of his shoulders. 


And well, Liu Minghui has never been able to say no to Shen Yuan, and he’s not about to 
start now. Besides, it’s an easy enough request to acquiesce to, and easier still to tamp down 
on the faint stirrings of desire in the pit of his stomach and think of Bai Zhan sword forms 
instead as he eases Shen Yuan to sit on the ground. 


"You're presenting.” 


There’s a voice in the back of his head that sounds suspiciously like his mother that’s berating 
him for being so impolite, so tactless. After all, one doesn’t call attention to someone’s 
dynamic, much less when they’re in the middle of presenting. But he also knows that Shen 
Yuan will skirt around the issue unless he just comes out and says it, and this is unfortunately 
not something they can skirt around. Not with how Shen Yuan’s developing scent is growing 
thicker and sweeter with every second, seeping through his defenses and into his very veins. 


“T’m way too old to present," Shen Yuan volleys back in a fluster, before he continues into a 
tirade, voice steadily rising. “Is it possible I got bitten by one of the spiders earlier? Like, 
that’s a thing, right? I’m pretty sure it’s a thing. I’ve been poisoned. It’s what this is. I’ve 
been poisoned by those spiders, because I cannot possibly be presenting as a kunze at 
nineteen! ” 


A tense beat of silence passes and Liu Minghui wishes he was better at words to offer Shen 
Yuan even a modicum of comfort. Having presented as a qianyuan at thirteen, he can’t even 
begin to wrap his head around the situation. It’s been long assumed by nearly everyone on 
Cang Qiong that Shen Yuan would end up as a zhongyong like Shen Jiu when he’d passed 
sixteen, seventeen, and eighteen without presenting, and Liu Minghui knows for fact that 
Shen Yuan had long believed this to be true. So to be so violently and thoroughly disabused 
of that notion with a presentation heat in the middle of a forest during an assignment...no, 
Liu Minghui can’t even imagine how Shen Yuan must be feeling right now. 


“The Giant Crystal Cave Wolf-Head Spiders don’t have mouths,” is certainly not what Liu 
Minghui means to say but it’s what escapes his lips when he musters up the wherewithal to 
speak, echoing Shen Yuan’s rambling lecture earlier on the way to the caves. “And even if 
they did, they’re not venomous.” 


Shen Yuan pauses, panic momentarily forgotten in favor of staring blankly at Liu Minghui. 
He blinks, once, twice, eyes fluttering shut before visibly shivering as a fresh wave of potent 
pheromones leaks out of him in a heady rush that goes straight to Liu Minghui's head. 


Licking his bottom lip, Shen Yuan drags a shaky hand through his messy braid and rasps out, 
“I hate it when you listen to me,” earning himself a look from Liu Minghui that has Shen 
Yuan giggling and biting down on a smile. “Yeah, no, that's a lie. It's great that shidi listens 
to me, and you should honestly do it more often so you don't get injured as much." 


Liu Minghui huffs, settling back on his haunches—close enough that Shen Yuan doesn't 
immediately drag him back in with a hand to his sleeve, but far enough that he can take in a 
much needed breath that's not tinged with Shen Yuan's cloying scent. 


“T always listen to you. It’s shixiong who should listen to himself more." This is, of course, 
unlikely to happen seeing as Shen Yuan has always been the type to do one thing and say 
another when it comes to dealing with dangerous situations. 


As if hearing his thoughts, Shen Yuan lets out another gasp of mock-affront, one hand 
pressing at his chest. *Liu-shidi is so mean to me, and for what?" He asks laughingly, the 
tenseness of his shoulders easing, his earlier hysteria seemingly forgotten. 


But before Liu Minghui can do much more than take another shallow breath, Shen Yuan is 
letting out a loud keen and tipping them both over onto the ground. For the first time in his 
life, Liu Minghui curses his reflexes as with a flurry of movement, he ends up with his face 
pressed into the smooth hollow of Shen Yuan's throat and his entire weight settled against the 
welcoming cradle of Shen Yuan's hips. If he'd had any sense left, he'd make a run for it. Find 
a nearby lake and jump into its waters to douse the fire coursing through his meridians and 
wash away the shameless thoughts filling his mind. 


As it is, all sense has left him as every qianyuan instinct he's learned to suppress and ignore 
have come to the forefront, wreaking havoc on his control. 


“Oh,” Shen Yuan moans, arms coming up to drag Liu Minghui closer, as if they aren't 
already as close as they can possibly be. “Liu-shidi, you smell so good. ” 


Which, Liu Minghui thinks a bit foggily, chapped lips dragging against the sweat on Shen 
Yuan's skin, can't possibly be true because it's Shen Yuan who smells absolutely divine. 


Shen Yuan has always smelled of parchment and freshly-ground ink, like the library on Qing 
Jing where he spent most of his time when he's not attending to his duties as one of Qing 
Jing's head disciples, with an underlying hint of bamboo leaves. Familiar and comforting. A 
welcome breath of fresh air from the sharp tang of steel that permeated Bai Zhan. But now, 
with his heat scent fully developed, he smells like...like spring, fresh and sweet—like lush 
vegetation and ripened fruit ready to burst. He smells absolutely mouthwatering and it's 


maddening. And Liu Minghui wants, no, needs to sink his teeth into him and find out once 
and for all if Shen Yuan tastes as good as he smells. 


He's barely grazed his teeth against the inflamed mating gland on the base of Shen Yuan's 
neck, driven by the heat singing in his veins and a deep-seated, primal instinct, when 
cognition slams back into him, along with the stark realization of what he'd almost done and 
what he's still doing, his own pheromones bleeding out of him like he's some newly- 
presented qianyuan, undisciplined and wild. And he flinches back in alarm, teeth clacking as 
he clamps his mouth shut. Because he was supposed to be better than this. Has to be better 
and stronger than his instincts because he is not going to lose control just because he's gotten 
a lungful of Shen Yuan's heat pheromones. 


Liu Minghui's heart races inside his chest, every inch of him crawling in a noxious mix of 
horror and shame as he stares down at Shen Yuan, who's flushed and panting still, hair in 
complete disarray, the warm brown of his eyes completely overtaken by his pupils, glazed 
and unseeing. He looks completely out of it, plunged deep in the throes of a presentation 
heat. A leaden ball of guilt sits in Liu Minghui's stomach, getting heavier still with every 
gasped out sob and pitiful whine that falls from Shen Yuan's lips. 


With a surge of qi through his overwhelmed meridians, Liu Minghui pulls back, sitting back 
on his haunches as he blindly roots through his qiankun pouches for the emergency heat 
talismans that all presented disciples are required to carry, and activates two. He slaps one on 
Shen Yuan's forehead and another on his for good measure. No need to pretend as if his 
control isn't in shambles when his mouth is still watering, and his teeth are aching to bite the 
unblemished line of Shen Yuan's neck. 


"Whuh—shidi?" 


Thankfully, the talismans do their work quickly, and Liu Minghui watches with more than 
just a hint of trepidation as some of the haze clears from Shen Yuan's eyes. The talismans 
won't be enough to suppress a heat, much less a presentation heat, and as the Qian Cao Peak 
Lord had repeatedly said during one of their long winded lectures, they're not meant to. They 
were stopgap measures, imbued with just enough calming qi to ensure that a qianyuan or 
kunze can get to somewhere safe should they unexpectedly go into a heat or a rut. 


Just as Shen Yuan is working himself up into an embarrassed panic as their current situation 
catches up to him, Liu Minghui bursts into motion. He gets back to his feet in a flurry of 
robes and summons his sword. There’s still a lingering heat sunk deep into his bones, but 
years of training allow him to keep the worst of his qianyuan instincts at bay and instead lean 
into the part of him that wants nothing but to keep Shen Yuan safe and sound. 


“Hold on." It's the only warning Liu Minghui gives before he's pulling Shen Yuan into his 
arms and hopping onto Cheng Luan in the next breath. “I’m bringing you to Qian Cao, and 
then I'll get Shen Jiu,” he adds after a short while, partly for Shen Yuan, to ease his mind and 
give him something to focus on, but mostly, Liu Minghui says it as a reminder for himself. 


At the mention of his brother, Shen Yuan seems to relax, some of his panic subsiding. And 
for all that Liu Minghui disliked Shen Jiu’s character, it was undeniable that he was a good 


brother, and if Shen Yuan can derive some comfort from the knowledge that Liu Minghui will 
be bringing him to his brother soon, then Liu Minghui could hardly begrudge him of it. 


“Okay,” Shen Yuan whispers, burying his still flushed face into the crook of Liu Minghui’s 
neck, one hand holding on to his shoulders while the other grips at the lapels of his robes 
tight, making Liu Minghui pull him in more securely in response. “Thank you, shidi.” 


Chapter End Notes 


fun fact(?) this fic was brought to you by me wanting brocon!shen jiu and shen yuan 
who has like...a 15-step plan to make sure his jiu-ge doesn't get human stick-fied. 
somehow this all translated to a liushen fic idk i have liushen brainrot 24/7 so 


/rolls away 


Chapter Summary 


"Shidi, you touched something you shouldn't have, didn't you?" 


Chapter Notes 


shorter update this time bc *handwavey reasons* that said, 1 hope it's still enjoyable 


slight content warning for some self harm in this chapter - more details in the notes 
below - it's nothing too bad but i thought i'd give everyone a head's up just in case 


as always i enjoin everyone to use only the bare minimum amount of brain cells to read 
this for max enjoyment thank u 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


"Shidi, you touched something you shouldn't have, didn't you?" 


Shen Yuan’s knowing smile and equally knowing tone shouldn t be as endearing as Liu 
Minghui’s mind is making it out to be, especially when he just knows that his shixiong has 
been waiting for a chance to turn the question back at him after their most recent mishap with 
a carnivorous plant. And this time, Liu Minghui did touch something. Completely by 
accident, of course. It's not his fault that the plants on their list all looked the same. He'd only 
wanted to help Shen Yuan out so that they'll have more time to explore the secret realm, but 
it looks like he'd only managed to get himself in trouble. His meridians feel out of sorts, 
wrong, and there's been a worrying, prickling heat forming in his core ever since he'd 
touched one of the bright pink fruits hanging low from the canopy above. 


“Yes, I did,” he admits with a sigh, leaning back against the cave wall. There's no point 
denying it when he's already feeling the effects of whatever it is he'd touched. He feels too 
warm, for starters. And while he'd always run hot thanks to Bai Zhan's cultivation 
techniques, it has never felt /ike this . Uncomfortable. Stifling. Like there's a burning fire in 
the pit of his belly that threatens to consume him whole if he doesn't do anything to douse its 
flames. 


It almost feels like he's on his rut, which shouldn't be possible, and Liu Minghui would never 
have left the peak, especially not with Shen Yuan in tow if he knew he was going into a rut 
besides. It would be the height of irresponsibility as an unmated qianyuan, and despite Shen 
Jiu's numerous aspersions against his character, Liu Minghui would rather lop off his sword 


arm than do anything to cause any damage to Shen Yuan’s virtue and reputation. Hence, this 
cannot be a rut...at least, not a regular one. 


Ah. 
Suddenly Liu Minghui knows exactly which plant he shouldn’t have touched. 
"Let me—shidi?" 


"Don't," Liu Minghui bites out, catching Shen Yuan’s wrist before quickly letting it go with a 
small groan as if he’d been burned. And with how his fingertips tingle at the touch of the 
petal soft skin of Shen Yuan’s bared wrist, he might as well have been. "Don't get too close,” 
he adds when Shen Yuan sits down next to him and moves to touch him again, a confused 
furrow forming on his brows, and it’s times like this when Liu Minghui wonders if Shen 
Yuan was being purposefully obtuse or not. 


"How can I check your meridians then?" Shen Yuan begins, rolling his eyes, obviously 
unimpressed as he steps closer, only to pause as he scents the air and catches what must be 
Liu Minghui's unfettered pheromones as he unknowingly releases his own in response. * Oh . 
You touched the Dirty Love Bombs directly.” Even with rut hormones beginning to cloud his 
senses, Liu Minghui can’t help the way he raises an eyebrow at Shen Yuan in judgment, 
because hadn’t his shixiong just spent the entire trip here griping about the fruit’s colloquial 
name? “I mean," Shen Yuan coughs, flushing under his stare as he corrects himself, “the 
Pommes of Everlasting Desire." 


To be honest, Liu Minghui doesn’t think the fruit’s proper name is any better, but he supposes 
that anything is probably more preferable than dirty love bombs . The Pommes of Everlasting 
Desire are powerful aphrodisiacs that can only be found in this particular secret realm. Even 
without being ingested, the fruits can cause a variety of effects—a single touch can induce 
something relatively benign like a false heat, while a single bite can trigger a full-blown one 
that can burn through one’s meridians if left unquenched. Thankfully, he’d only touched the 
fruits and fleetingly at that. He’d at least known better than to eat anything unknown during a 
foraging mission. 


Of course, it doesn’t really change the fact that he’d gotten too careless and now he’s burning 
up. “Hm.” 


"You're going into a false rut, shidi.” 


At Shen Yuan’s pronouncement, Liu Minghui feels a hot red flush flood across his face, 
brought about by the fruit’s effects, as well as his own embarrassment over losing control and 
having his scent of musk and plum blossoms flooding the air between them. As someone who 
prided himself at keeping a tight leash on his qianyuan instincts and scent, it was incredibly 
shameless to have his pheromones so unchecked. It’s almost as if he was trying to entice his 
shixiong into taking more than just a whiff, just a lungful—urging Shen Yuan to press close 
and bury his nose into the crook of his neck where his mating gland itches for a claim. 


Swallowing down the needy whine clawing its way up his throat, Liu Minghui clenches his 
eyes shut and asks, “Do you have a heat talisman on you?” 


“A heat talisman?” Shen Yuan echoes slowly, confusion written clearly on his face like he's 
never heard the words before when Liu Minghui knows for a fact that Qing Jing was stricter 
than even Qian Cao at making sure all presented disciples carry them, being the peak with the 
highest number of kunze disciples in the entire sect. Not to mention that Shen Yuan himself 
was extremely doted upon by his brother and the Qing Jing Peak Lord, and Liu Minghui 
highly doubts that they'd allow him to go on a mission, much less get off Qing Jing Peak 
with his qiankun pouches not fit to bursting with the essentials. “Oh, no, I’m all out. One of 
my shimei presented earlier in the week and I haven't restocked them yet." 


Then again, this is Shen Yuan they were talking about and apparently, not even the combined 
(overprotective) efforts of Shen Jiu and Peak Lord Xu is enough to make sure he's well- 
supplied with enough heat talismans to last an entire lifetime. Liu Minghui would be amused 
if he wasn’t caught in the throes of a false rut and if he can’t smell the way Shen Yuan was 
reacting to him, scent growing steadily sweeter and more cloying with every second. 


Liu Minghui swears he can almost taste it in the air, and from the way Shen Yuan is looking 
at him, gaze heavy with promise as if his shixiong wouldn't mind spending his rut with him if 
he asked, Liu Minghui thinks Shen Yuan would even let him taste that sweetness from its 
source, let him lick into the slick hot core of him — 


Fuck. 
Nothing for it, then. 


With a grimace and a vow to rid himself of all these shameless and disrespectful thoughts 
once he's back on Bai Zhan— perhaps he'll take his shizun up on his challenge again—Liu 
Minghui takes out a dagger and stabs himself on the thigh. 


“Whoa!” Shen Yuan cries, lurching forward as if to grab the dagger from him before thinking 
better of it. “Liu-shidi, what the hell are you doing?!” 


“The pain helps clear my head." Although, if Liu Minghui were to be completely honest, 
more than the pinch of pain, it's the sudden change in Shen Yuan's scent that drives his 
arousal away. The sweet lushness of it has given way to sharp astringency, easily reflecting 
the fear and worry now marring Shen Yuan’s expression. “It’s fine.” 


“It’s not fine ." Shen Yuan scoffs as he shuffles closer, still eyeing the dagger stabbed into his 
thigh with horror. “Liu-shidi, I can just help you out...” he trails off, and there's that 
implication again, an invitation in the curl of Shen Yuan's plump bottom lip, and oh , how 
Liu Minghui wants to say yesyesyes , but— 


“No!” Liu Minghui bites out with a vehement shake of his head, only to quickly correct 
himself at the hint of hurt on Shen Yuan’s face at the rejection. *That's—shixiong shouldn't 
have to do anything he doesn't want to do," he says, voice breaking at the sudden surge of 
emotion in his chest as he wills Shen Yuan to understand. He refuses to take any liberties. 
Shen Yuan deserves nothing less than a proper courtship and Liu Minghui will give it to him 
and more, so that the next time Shen Yuan offers, it will be of his own volition, and not 
because Liu Minghui has been foolish enough to find himself in a false rut. It'll pass." 


A beat passes, then another, before Shen Yuan is letting out a long-suffering sigh. “Fine,” he 
acquiesces, “but don't stab yourself again. You know Tao-shishu will give us that 
disappointed look again when we come back to Cang Qiong with injuries.” 


As if that’s ever stopped Shen Yuan from doing anything stupid and getting injured. 


“T’m sure shixiong can handle it.” 


Chapter End Notes 


CW: LQG stabs himself on the thigh to "clear his head" from the effects of this week's 
papaplant 


they do get a very stern talking-to from the qian cao peak lord and mu-shidi, who 
probably has grey hairs already from all the stress they're putting him through. 


ANY WAY liu-shidi continues to have an iron will. he'll face his toughest challenge yet 
next week where some unhinged and shameless bullshit happens to shen yuan as always. 
and oh, shang qinghua will be there to be the sole voice of reason(?) 


Chapter Summary 


“We figured out what the curse does, and long story short, it triggers a state of preheat 
which explains the whole nesting thing, but minus the...urge to...papapa.” 


The urge to what? Liu Qingge makes a small, confused noise, and echoes, “papapa,” the 
word sounding wrong in his mouth somehow. 


“Sex,” Shang Qinghua supplies helpfully, before hurrying to explain when Liu Qingge 
scowls, hand tightening around Cheng Luan’s hilt. “Except that no sex is happening or 
has happened or will ever happen!” 


Chapter Notes 


hello we are finally here at my favorite chapter HHHHHH 
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of fun writing the dialogue and the interactions so!! yeah!! 


since airplane is here, we are down to one (1) requisite brain cell for max reading 
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The very last thing that Liu Qingge expects or wants to see after spending the better part of 
the afternoon ridding the village of their demonic beast infestation and evading the village 
leader’s heavy-handed attempt to introduce him to his kunze daughters is Shang Qinghua and 
Shen Yuan curled up together in what he can only describe as a nest. Shen Yuan s nest, to be 
exact, because he recognizes the pile of goose-down pillows and the deep green blankets 
lining the periphery to be from Shen Yuan's bedroom back in Qing Jing's bamboo house. So 
the nest, an inviting oasis in the otherwise barren inn room, can only be Shen Yuan's. And 
obviously, as a zhongyong, Shang Qinghua wouldn't be going around making nests, 
especially when he's supposed to be figuring out what curse Shen Yuan had been afflicted 
with earlier, not doing... whatever this is. 


For a very brief second, Liu Qingge thinks of drawing Cheng Luan and challenging Shang 
Qinghua to a duel right then and there, maybe even forcibly dragging the sniveling 
zhongyong out of Shen Yuan's nest where he most definitely does not belong. Off the top of 
his head, he can easily come up with ten suitable punishments for this transgression that he 


can perform without even waking Shen Yuan up from his nap, and Liu Qingge is already 
itching to string up and quarter the An Ding Peak Lord for the sheer audacity of crawling into 
Shen Yuan’s nest like some filthy degenerate. 


That is, until he notices the complicated array painted haphazardly on the bare floor around 
the nest, as well as the incense burning near the closed windows—both measures commonly 
seen in Qian Cao’s and Qing Jing’s heat rooms, meant to ease and even stave off the worst of 
a kunze’s heat. Which means that there’s most likely a good reason why Shang Qinghua is in 
Shen Yuan’s nest, and Liu Qingge unfortunately can’t just cut him down where he stands for 
taking advantage. 


Still, he can’t quite keep the growl out of his voice when he finally approaches the nest, not 
when he sees that Shang Qinghua is awake and has been reading a pile of spring books—of 
all the shameless, depraved things—while Shen Yuan sleeps next to him, clad only in his 
white inner robes and a thin outer robe in a faded gray color that looks strangely familiar. 


“Shang Qinghua.” 


“Liu-shidi!” Shang Qinghua greets, startling from where he's been scribbling notes into the 
margins of the book he’s reading and looking up at him with the usual barely-concealed panic 
he always seems to wear. “Hey! You're back!” 


“What are you doing?” Liu Qingge asks slowly, leaving one hand clenched tight on the hilt of 
his sword—a threat and a reminder in one. If Shang Qinghua fails to come up with a decent 
explanation for all of this, then Liu Qingge cannot be blamed for his actions. Fortunately, 
Shang Qinghua has enough sense to notice the implicit and rather obvious threat. 
Unfortunately, Liu Qingge has momentarily forgotten why he doesn’t like listening to Shang 
Qinghua explain anything, and it’s because he almost always never makes sense at any given 
point in time, and this time isn’t any different. 


“Uhhhh,” Shang Qinghua starts to say, straightening up from his slouch as he finally realizes 
the image he and Shen Yuan must make, and making a point to scoot away and put some 
distance between him and Shen Yuan. “I know this looks bad but this isn’t what it looks 
like!” He continues with a terrified little giggle that makes Liu Qingge want nothing more 
than to throw him out the window. “We figured out what the curse does, and long story short, 
it triggers a state of preheat which explains the whole nesting thing, but minus the...urge to... 


papapa.” 


The urge to what? Liu Qingge makes a small, confused noise, and echoes, “papapa,” the 
word sounding wrong in his mouth somehow. 


“Sex,” Shang Qinghua supplies helpfully, before hurrying to explain when Liu Qingge 
scowls, hand tightening around Cheng Luan’s hilt. “Except that no sex is happening or has 
happened or will ever happen!” And as if in demonstration, Shang Qinghua holds up his 
hands and forms a cross. “Yuan-bro is great and all but he’s not really my type—um—shit 
okay." Liu Qingge isn't sure what expression he's wearing, but one look at his face has Shang 
Qinghua quickly abandoning that line of thought as if it had never arrived. “I mean, 
apparently I smelled safe and familiar, which is why I’m here in the nest. With explicit 
permission." 


“Safe and familiar,” Liu Qingge can’t help but repeat incredulously, because while the 
description is true enough—Shang Qinghua is safe and familiar, being a fellow Peak Lord 
and one of Shen Yuan’s closest friends—it still grates on a part of him that wants to be the 
one invited to curl up in Shen Yuan's nest and keep him safe and warm and happy. 


“Yeah! So if Liu-shidi can just put away his sword and refrain from telling Shen-shixiong 
about any of this," —as if Shen Qinggiu wouldn't just know somehow even without anyone 
telling him and Shang Qinghua will just find himself suffering from terrible inconveniences 
for the foreseeable future— “That would be great. I swear nothing untoward has happened 
and this is a totally platonic cuddle pile!” Shang Qinghua ends his speech with a high-pitched 
squeak that quickly transforms into a shriek when a hand slaps over his mouth, Shen Yuan 
finally roused from his nap by all the yelling. 


Despite having witnessed Shen Yuan waking up countless of times already, what with his 
shixiong always insisting on getting a good night’s sleep whenever they went out on missions 
and his propensity of taking naps around Qing Jing (and more recently, in Bai Zhan’s viewing 
gazebos), Liu Qingge doesn’t think he'll ever get used to the sight nor does he think his 
breath will ever stop catching at the sight. It's ridiculous, really, because Shen Yuan is always 
at his most unkempt and bedraggled in this state—sleep in his eyes, hair in complete disarray, 
and the smooth skin of one perfect cheek carrying the marks and creases from the pillow 
covers. And yet, Liu Qingge would do absolutely anything in his power to keep on being able 
to keep seeing Shen Yuan like this, messy hair and all, every single morning for the rest of 
their immortal lives. 


“the hell are you yelling about?” Shen Yuan finally grumbles once he's managed to sit up, 
eyes stubbornly shut as his entire face scrunches up into a frown, plush bottom lip sticking 
out in a pout. 


“Yuan-bro!” Shang Qinghua cries, grabbing at Shen Yuan’s sleeve just as he lists precariously 
to the left, groggy still from his interrupted nap. “Liu-shidi’s back!” 


At the mention of his name, Shen Yuan seems to perk up and finally opens his eyes. And 
upon confirming that yes , Liu Qingge is, in fact, back, Shen Yuan breaks out into a wide 
smile that has Liu Qingge’s heart skipping a beat as it trips all over itself and all the 
embarrassing and flowery metaphors in the romance novels Mingyan reads obsessively. 


“Welcome back, shidi," Shen Yuan murmurs, and before Liu Qingge’s treacherous mind can 
fill with more elaborate daydreams about coming home to Shen Yuan, he takes the moment to 
observe him, Shang Qinghua's comment about the curse's effect coming to the forefront of 
his mind. With the array and incense doing their work, there's only the softest pink flush 
staining Shen Yuan's complexion to hint that there's something amiss. It's not like the last 
time he'd seen Shen Yuan in heat, although Liu Qingge supposes that a presentation heat is a 
different thing entirely. 


Clearing his throat, Liu Qingge offers Shen Yuan a stiff nod, ignoring Shang Qinghua's 
amused snort. “I got rid of the demonic beasts," he says and the already wide smile on Shen 
Yuan's face only grows wider, fonder. 


“Ah, Liu-shidi is always so dependable and impressive,” Shen Yuan teases as he always does, 
not that it ever stops a part of Liu Qingge from preening and purring in satisfaction. “ Shidiiii, 
why are you standing so far away?” He asks, calling attention to the fact that Liu Qingge is 
standing firmly outside of the array, and holding out a hand in invitation. “Come here.” 


Liu Qingge shouldn’t. 


He really, really shouldn’t, not when Shen Yuan isn’t in his right mind, addled as he is by 
heat hormones, but he has yet to learn how to say no to Shen Yuan, and he doubts he ever 
will. And so, despite the alarm bells ringing in the back of his head, Liu Qingge steps inside 
the array and immediately gets pulled into Shen Yuan’s embrace, landing face first on his 
chest. Before he can even make sense of what’s happening beyond the hint of pink teasing a 
the edge of his vision and the fact that he suddenly recognizes the gray outer robe that Shen 
Yuan was wearing to be one of his—a robe he thought had long gone missing—Shen Yuan, 
in a move that will forever haunt Liu Qingge’s (spring) dreams forevermore, flips them over 
effortlessly, thighs cinched tight around Liu Qingge’s waist. 


“Shen Yuan!” Liu Qingge yelps, the very breath punched out of him as he lands on his back, 
Shen Yuan sitting astride him, pout firmly back in place. ““What—w-what are you—” The 
rest of his words end in a strangled gasp as Shen Yuan proceeds to—there's really no other 
word for it—scent him. 


Shen Yuan starts at the collar of his robes, dragging his bare wrists over Liu Qingge’s 
hammering pulse, before moving down to his chest, over his arms, down to the very tips of 
his fingers, and down, down, down to wherever he can reach from his perch on Liu Qingge’s 
stomach. It’s methodical and thorough, and by the end of it, their scents were so completely 
intermingled with each other that Liu Qingge can’t even make out his own unique scent 
without also getting a whiff of Shen Yuan’s scent of spring. He’s scent-drunk and giddy with 
it, and Liu Qingge can’t even manage to be scandalized at how shameless and improper this 
all is because he feels and smells claimed in all the best ways. 


“There,” Shen Yuan hums in satisfaction, dragging the tip of his nose along Liu Qingge’s jaw 
and taking a deep breath. *Now shidi smells like me again.” 


There’s a number of embarrassing things Liu Qingge can say in response to that, but they are 
shameless declarations that he does not yet feel worthy enough to give voice to. So instead he 
settles for taking Shen Yuan’s wrist and bringing it to his neck, right over his mating gland, 
and watching in rapt attention as Shen Yuan’s mouth drops open in a shaky exhale. 


"Oingge Md 


Liu Qingge lets out a rumble deep in his chest in response, looking up at Shen Yuan through 
the fan of his lowered lashes, before slowly and carefully pulling Shen Yuan's wrist up to his 
mouth and pressing his lips to Shen Yuan's rabbiting pulse, tongue slipping out to taste, to 
mark . 


Somewhere to their right, Shang Qinghua pointedly clears his throat. 


“Pm still actually here, just in case you two forgot," Shang Qinghua intones when they both 
turn to him as one, and even with his voice muffled by a handkerchief pressed tight to his 
nose, his meaning is still very much clear. 


And just like that, the moment breaks—the frenetic energy feeding the fever in his loins 
dissipates like smoke, quickly replaced with a different kind of frenzy that has Liu Qingge 
grabbing Shen Yuan by the waist and placing him back down onto the nest. It takes every 
ounce of strength he possesses to focus all his attention into centering himself and calming 
his meridians down, and even then, Liu Qingge's already shaky control nearly breaks 
completely when he hears Shen Yuan's confused, “Oingge,” and his gaze accidentally dips 
down to where Shen Yuan's robes had gone nearly translucent, sticking wetly to the sweet 
apex of his thighs and leaving almost nothing to the imagination. 


Oh. 


"^| —Dll get you egg tarts,” is what Liu Qingge ends up choking out once he's scrambled back 
to his feet and out of the array, feeling very much like a green boy in the first flush of puberty 
as his voice breaks, and he tries and fails to adjust himself discreetly in his robes. 


Shen Yuan blinks, once, twice, the haze of heat in his eyes momentarily clearing to give way 
to confusion. “What? ” 


“You wanted them earlier." Never mind the glaring fact that Shen Yuan obviously wants 
something else right now and it’s definitely not egg tarts. “I'll get them for you, and a new 
fan,” Liu Qingge continues anyway, striding towards one of the windows and pulling it open, 
as for the very first time in his life, he chooses to run away. “And perhaps some new robes,” 
he adds just as he jumps out to the bustling streets below, followed by the sound of Shang 
Qinghua’s shocked laughter and Shen Yuan’s affronted spluttering. 


“Wait—shidi!” 


Chapter End Notes 


SQH: bro, can you put away your fuck me pheromones? they're making my nose itch :( 
SY: FUCK OFF, AIRPLANE 


airplaNE PLEASE HE WAS SO CLOSE how can you cockblock SY like this??? 
anyway pls just imagine SQQ's face when SY rocks up to qing jing peak in brand new 
robes in bai zhan colors HEHE >:) 


sy does have a courtesy name here but in this verse "yuan" means destiny instead of wall 
and was given to him by jiu-ge so that he doesn't have to go by a slave name :’) he only 
brings it out during official peak lord business so the rest of the jianghu refers to him 
with his peak lord name, but otherwise it's just shen yuan in the peaks 


Chapter Summary 


“Oh, please. When this master meddles, shizhi will know.” 


Chapter Notes 
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A succubus den . 


Liu Qingge has never put much stock in the flimsy machinations of fate—he firmly believes 
that one created their own destiny—but he’s beginning to think that a higher power has it out 
for him, or at least has to be messing with him. If he's feeling particularly paranoid and 
perhaps uncharitable, he'd think that the former Qing Jing Peak Lord is finally making good 
on her promise to meddle before she'd ascended. 


(“Liu-shizhi, a word.” 


The last time the newly-named Liu Qingge had heard those words from the Qing Jing Peak 
Lord, he had still been a disciple and had just burst into one of Qing Jing’s music rooms with 
a heat talisman stuck on his forehead, completely covered in Shen Yuan’s potent pheromones 
and heat scent. Years later and the words still have him clenching his jaw in preparation for a 
punishment only Cang Qiong’s Immortal Strategist Xu can devise. “Xu-shigu.” 


“Now, Jiu-er told me not to,” she starts, easily waving off her successors—Shen Qingqiu and 
Shen Qingchun because never let it be said that Xu Anlei did not relish having twins as her 
head disciples[ 1]—when they make to follow after her, and it takes considerable effort not to 
make a face at the image of Shen Qingqiu still being referred to with such a childish 
nickname. Although, if anyone has leave to refer to the twin Peak Lords of Qing Jing with 
embarrassing, childish nicknames, it would be their master. “But Liu-shizhi has been 
surprisingly good for our Yuan-er," Xu Anlei continues, the unexpected approval bringing a 


warmth to Liu Qingge’s cheeks. “And so if you haven’t claimed him properly anytime soon, 
know that this master will meddle.” 


It’s a testament to how completely unexpected this entire conversation has been that Liu 
Qingge couldn't stop himself from blurting out, “You mean you haven't already?[2]" 


Xu Anlei laughs, a light and airy thing that does nothing to blunt the sharpness of her grin. 
“Oh, please . When this master meddles, shizhi will know.") 


Because there’s really no other explanation as to why he and Shen Yuan would end up in a 
succubus den, of all places, during a routine night hunt. It’s a scenario that feels like it’s been 
pulled straight out of the terrible yellow books Qi Qingqi has taken to reading shamelessly 
during sect meetings (much to Shen Qingqiu’s ire and Shen Yuan's amusement). Couple that 
with the fortune the demoness supposedly read about Shen Yuan's future...and Liu Qingge 
cannot help but wonder if this had been what the former Qing Jing Peak Lord meant— 
succubus venom and rose petal pool and all. 


Unfortunately for the former Qing Jing Peak Lord or whatever higher power[3] had devised 
this scheme, Liu Qingge has never taken well to meddling or scheming of any sort. 


"Oh, fuck ! That's freezing!" Shen Yuan squawks when he finally surfaces with a splash, 
looking very much like a drowned rat—an adorable one, Liu Qingge supposes, but a drowned 
rat still—with his hair plastered flat to his head, and nothing like the flawless, peerless 
immortal beauty he'd started the day as. "Shidi, I cannot believe you pushed me in!" 


It's impossible to fight the smile spreading across his lips so Liu Qingge doesn't even try as 
he wades towards Shen Yuan, caging him against the edge of the pool, a part of him 
delighting in the mimicry of a successful chase. "You pulled me in afterwards, so shixiong 
and I are even," he points out, reaching out to pluck a rose petal stuck on Shen Yuan's cheek 
and taking advantage of the contact to pass some qi along to warm Shen Yuan up. 


"Aiya, how can Liu-shidi do this to me?" Shen Yuan moans even as he presses his cheek and 
nuzzles into Liu Qingge's palm with a coquettish grin that hooks into the very heart of him 
and pulls . “This shixiong will never recover from this betrayal.” 


Liu Qingge huffs, painfully and helplessly fond as he always is and forever will be. "You're 
ridiculous." 


"You like it," Shen Yuan returns easily, and heaven help him, Liu Qingge does . 


Chapter End Notes 


[1] It's technically not allowed to have 2 head disciples (and successors), but it's also not 
not allowed, or at least, no one at Cang Qiong wrote it down, and if anyone has a 


problem with it, they can take it up with Xu Anlei. And anyway, if she just promoted the 
one disciple, she won't be able to make sure their courtesy names match! 

[2] Peak Lord Xu has been...orchestrating things, much to Shen Jiu's chagrin. Not 
meddling. So. It doesn't count. 

[3] i.e. the one and only Peerless Cucumber 


madam meiyin's prediction still happens here and shen yuan is just *HUFFS* GET A 
CLUE, SHIDI, COME ON!! 


ANYWAY Liu Qingge has now (1) used a heat talisman, (2) stabbed himself, (3) 
jumped out of a window, and (4) got willingly dunked in a cold pool to avoid a papaplot. 
Find out next week what he'll try next time! 


Chapter Summary 


"Where's your shifu?” Liu Qingge asks once he's sure the boy won't be causing any 
further damage to his arm before they can get to Mu Qingfang. 


“This disciple doesn’t know, they separated us and took shifu deeper in,” Ning Yingying 
offers miserably from Luo Binghe’s side, just as the boy’s face crumples in on itself as if 
it was somehow his fault that Shen Yuan got separated from them. 
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The ransom note—requesting a laughable amount of spirit stones and treasures that's nearly 
insulting considering the value of what the demonic cultivators had taken—arrives in the 
hour of the rat, along with a dark blue ribbon in Bai Zhan colors that Liu Qingge vividly 
remembers tying for Shen Yuan in a clumsy knot before he’d left three days ago with a small 
army of disciples from various peaks to observe the hatching of the Aurora- Winged Greater 
Dream Phoenix, a once-in-a-millennia phenomenon that had the entire sect a-titter. 
Specifically, it arrives exactly two shichen after Cao Qingling had sent one of her spirit 
eagles back to Qing Jing to inquire about Shen Yuan’s whereabouts when he hadn't shown up 
at the hidden realm in the appointed time, disciples in tow. Thankfully, it only takes Shen 
Qingqiu an incense stick’s worth of time to devise a way to find Shen Yuan, using only the 
ribbon, a map from Wen Qingyun’s divinations, and what looks to be a delicate teacup filled 
to the brim with someone’s blood—but it’s still an incense stick’s worth of time too long, 
especially when they don’t even know how long Shen Yuan and the disciples had been 
missing since their departure from Cang Qiong. 


There’s been a growing worry in Liu Qingge’s gut ever since he’d seen Shen Yuan off, and 
now it threatens to overtake and swallow him entirely, drowning him in an insidious 
helplessness that has his hands shaking. Liu Qingge is no stranger to fear, despite popular 
belief, but it’s been a while since he’s felt it so acutely and so completely. 


“Breathe,” Qi Qingqi chides, digging a sharp elbow to his still-bruised side as she joins him 
on one of the raised platforms lining Qiong Ding’s center courtyard. Liu Qingge makes to 
turn on his heels and move elsewhere, because he knows why Qi Qingqi is here, especially 
with that uncomfortably knowing glint in her eyes, and he doesn't feel like subjecting himself 
to one of her lectures, but she catches him easily with a tight grip to his newly-healed 
shoulder. “If anyone's going to find Yuan-didi, it’s going to be Shen-shixiong,” she says, as if 
he has not been repeating the fact to himself endlessly since the ransom note arrived. 


“I know.” It is, after all, the only reason why Liu Qingge hadn't taken off on his own the 
moment they'd found out about Shen Yuan and the disciples’ disappearance and confirmed 
that there was something more sinister at play. Because as much as he still dislikes Shen 
Qingqiu (and is disliked equally in turn), Liu Qingge cannot deny that Shen Qingqiu would 
readily raze the three realms to the ground just to have Shen Yuan returned safe and sound, 
and so, he was their best bet at finding him. Then again, none of this would have happened if 
Liu Qingge had been there to protect Shen Yuan. “I should've gone with him.” 


Qi Qinggi scoffs, rolling her eyes as she crosses her arms over her chest. “Correct me if I'm 
wrong, but I clearly remember Yuan-didi yelling at you and Shen-shixiong when you both 
tried to do so,” she says, and Liu Qingge grimaces at the reminder of the commotion they'd 
caused back at Qian Cao. 


Needless to say, when he and Shen Qinggiu had learned of Shen Yuan’s plans to go off peak 
from one of Shen Qingqiu’s and Shen Yuan's personal disciples—the fluffy-haired boy whom 
Shen Qingqiu had cowed into wide-eyed submission with a look and a pinch to the cheek— 
they had both tried to leave Qian Cao's healing pavilions against strict medical advice. And 
while Mu Qingfang— perhaps in a fit of pique—had been, not exactly willing, but more or 
less resigned, into letting them leave and let their idiocy run its course , Shen Yuan had been 
most decidedly not, and had argued vehemently— are you crazy, Jiu-ge, your ribs have been 
pulverized to fine powder when you got here! And you, Liu-shidi, Mu-shidi just finished 
sewing your arm back onto your body, and you think I'm letting either of you go with me? — 
that they were absolutely not going with him, not with them barely recovered from their 
recent encounter with an entire herd of Black Moon Rhinoceros Pythons, and when that 
hadn't worked, well— 


“He didn't yell," Liu Qingge mutters in Shen Yuan's defense, earning himself one of Qi 
Qingqi's sardonic smiles. 


Because Shen Yuan doesn't need to yell to get what he wants, not when he can simply turn 
his wide, bullied eyes at anyone and pout at them until they cave in to his demands, and this 
time isn't any different. The begrudging trek back to the healing pavilions had not been one 
of Liu Qingge's finest moments, but it had been comforting to know that even Shen Qingqiu 
is not immune to Shen Yuan's pouting, despite having more years of experience dealing with 
It. 


“Yuan-didi’s tougher than he looks," Qi Qingqi offers after a beat of silence as they both turn 

their eyes to where Shang Qinghua was busy laying down the transportation array that should 
bring them to where Shen Yuan and the disciples were being held. “Bet you a thousand spirit 

stones he’d have already taken care of the demonic cultivators when we get there.” 


It’s Liu Qingge’s turn to scoff as he says, “no bet,” before finally jumping off of the platform 
and heading towards the array. 


Liu Qingge has never once doubted Shen Yuan’s strength and skill. Despite all of Shen 
Yuan’s whining when it comes to having to fight during missions and sparring sessions, he’s 
a skilled and powerful spiritual cultivator in his own right and a more than decent swordsman 
besides, and Liu Qingge has fought with him and against him multiple times to know that 
Shen Yuan can hold his own against any enemy foolish enough to take him on. No, Liu 
Qingge’s worry isn’t rooted in whether Shen Yuan would be strong enough to fight off 
demonic cultivators. He’s certain that Shen Yuan could with a hand tied behind his back. Liu 
Qingge’s worry lies in the fact that Shen Yuan isn’t alone—he has two of his and Shen 
Qingqiu’s personal disciples with him, as well as various other disciples from the other peaks 
including Liu Mingyan—and time and again, Shen Yuan has proven that he’s more than 
willing to put himself in danger if it means keeping those he deems under his protection safe. 


“Is Shen-shixiong using Yuan-shixiong’s blood as an anchor?" Mu Qingfang is asking when 
Liu Qingge finishes walking along the perimeter of the array to where Shen Qingqiu has been 
holding court for the better part of a shichen and where Shang Qinghua is currently kneeling 
down, putting the finishing touches to the array. 


From his admittedly rudimentary knowledge of array formation—Liu Qingge has always 
been in the business of breaking them rather than creating them—all he can say is that the 
transportation array Shen Qingqiu has devised with Shang Qinghua is an intricate and very 
complicated piece of work. It's the annoying kind that if Liu Qingge had been tasked to break 
it, he wouldn’t bother with the array itself and instead just go after whoever was trying to use 
It. 


“Mu-shidi should refrain from asking stupid questions," Shen Qinggiu snaps in response, 
which all but confirms that he is using Shen Yuan's blood as an anchor—a fact that would be 
more concerning if not for their current circumstances— before quickly turning back to 
correct Shang Qinghua with a sharp tap of the fan on the hand and a clipped, “Shang 
Qinghua, do you want us to end up in the Endless Abyss?" 


“Oh, shit ," Shang Qinghua breathes out, shaking his hand as he leans back on his haunches 
to assess the array and grimacing at the segment Shen Qingqiu was referring to. “Okay, yeah, 
that's a stupid mistake, sorry, Shen-shixiong," he mutters before making the correction, and 
then it's not long before the array thrums with energy, a faint red glow emanating from it. 
"It's done." 


After casting an appraising eye over the array, Shen Qinggiu nods, and it's all the invitation 
Qi Qingqi needs to join them, completing the group that will be mounting the rescue mission 
for Shen Yuan and the disciples. It had been decided after much heated debate that Shen 
Qingqiu, Liu Qingge, and Qi Qingqi will be the ones leading the assault against the demonic 
cultivators, while Shang Qinghua and Mu Qingfang will come along to maintain the 


transportation array and offer any medical aid if necessary. It’s a bigger group than what Liu 
Qingge would have preferred, but he’d ultimately agreed that having more of their martial 
siblings there would be for the better. Although, if he was going to be completely honest, Liu 
Qingge would have agreed to anything as long as they get Shen Yuan back. 


“Xiao Jiu—” Yue Qingyuan begins, finally approaching them from where he’s been hovering 
ever since Shang Qinghua started creating the array, only to falter at Shen Qingqiu’s warning 
glance. “Qingqiu-shidi,” he amends, and as much as Liu Qingge respects the sect leader, he 
finds himself dreading the next words to come out of the man’s mouth right at this very 
moment. “I can go—” 


“ No ," Shen Qingqiu hisses, face twisting momentarily into a ferocious scowl before 
smoothing back down into a mask of feigned politeness. “Zhangmen-shixiong needn’t 
worry,” he says, quietly vicious as he continues, “This master is more than capable of finding 
his brother and bringing him back.” The words are pointed, deliberate, painting a damning 
picture of the past Yue Qingyuan shares with Shen Qingqiu and Shen Yuan. 


On his left, Shang Qinghua lets out a quiet “ oof ,” and says something under his breath in the 
obscure language only he and Shen Yuan seem to understand. 


“Of course, that was never in doubt,” Yue Qingyuan replies with a shaky smile, sounding as 
if Shen Qingqiu has run him through with a sword. “Qingchun-shidi and the disciples are in 
capable hands." 


Just as Shen Qingqiu opens his mouth to deliver another caustic remark, Liu Qingge steps in 
smoothly between them, nodding towards the array impatiently as if to say, is this really the 
time? The action would have earned him a scathing insult and a sword to the throat any other 
time, but Shen Qingqiu only sniffs imperiously and turns away, activating the array with a 
flick of his fan. 


"Let's go," Shen Qingqiu bites out with one last warning glance at Yue Qingyuan, and then 
their group is stepping into the array— 


—and out towards the eerily quiet central courtyard of a sprawling, dilapidated manor in the 
middle of nowhere. 


Liu Qingge isn't sure what he expected—a barren camp or a cave system, perhaps, even a 
stronghold of sorts—but he figures it doesn't really matter where the demonic cultivators 
have made their base when it's all going to be destroyed once they're done with it. It wouldn't 
do to let a place so steeped in demonic energy continue existing, after all, and well , the 
demonic cultivators dared to take one of their own and Cang Qiong definitely won't be 
forgiving the slight. 


“I’m sure I don't need to tell any of you what to do next," Shen Qingqiu says dispassionately, 
before sending a blast of qi through one of the gates and storming off on his own without a 
single backward glance. 


So much for being Cang Qiong's strategist. 


Grumbling under his breath, Liu Qingge spares a glance at where Shang Qinghua has already 
begun the process of setting up a stasis array at Mu Qingfang’s instruction, and then another 
towards Qi Qingqi, who's already kicking down one of the gates, twin jian already in hand, 
before he unsheathes Cheng Luan and throws himself into the fray. 


For all that the manor looked empty, almost abandoned, at first glance, the moment Liu 
Qingge steps through the gates, he’s immediately assaulted by a horde of corpse puppets. He 
makes quick work of the puppets, along with the demonic cultivators controlling them, 
clearing out hallway after hallway, easily carving out a bloody swathe through the eastern 
wing without even breaking a sweat. He clears out another two hallways in this fashion, 
before pausing in the middle of slicing through what feels like the hundredth corpse puppet 
he’s encountered, because none of the hallways make sense given the manor’s structure, now 
that he thinks about it, and— ah . 


Right. 
A disillusionment array. 
He feels foolish for not noticing much, much earlier. 


Slashing through the possibly illusory line of corpse puppets with Cheng Luan, Liu Qingge 
takes a deep, bolstering breath as he closes his eyes, assessing his surroundings and searching 
for the telltale break in reality— there —before slamming the hilt of his sword into an ornate 
mirror that hadn't been there a second ago. There's a loud shattering sound that echoes 
through the halls, followed by an ear-splitting shriek as the energy from the broken array 
surges back to its creator. Another second and the illusion melts away to a hallway leading 
towards a single door that he pushes open to reveal his sister and two Qing Jing disciples, 
trussed up with immortal binding cables, along with what he assumes are the bloodied 
remains of the array master. 


“Shishu!” The girl—Ning Yingying, he recalls vaguely—cries the moment he steps inside the 
room, and Liu Qingge doesn't waste any more time before cutting through their restraints. 


He gives the disciples a quick once-over, noting the way the fluffy-haired boy—Luo Binghe, 
he thinks—is gingerly holding his right arm steady, and the smattering of bruises on the girls’ 
faces, before pulling Liu Mingyan to her feet and into a one-armed hug. They have never 
been much for physical affection, him and his sister, but Liu Qingge figures the situation 
warrants it, and is proven right when Liu Mingyan crinkles her eyes at him in a warm smile 
as he pulls back. “Ge, I’m alright.” 


Reaching into his robes for a stabilizing talisman, he motions for Luo Binghe, who offers his 
right arm up, surprisingly obedient for once and keeps still while the talisman activates. 
"Where's your shifu?” Liu Qingge asks once he's sure the boy won't be causing any further 
damage to his arm before they can get to Mu Qingfang. 


“This disciple doesn’t know, they separated us and took shifu deeper in,” Ning Yingying 
offers miserably from Luo Binghe’s side, just as the boy’s face crumples in on itself as if it 
was somehow his fault that Shen Yuan got separated from them. 


Before he can do much more than pat Luo Binghe on his fluffy little head the way he’s seen 
Shen Yuan do countless times, a faint rasp comes from the array master, who’s little more 
than a glorified streak of blood and viscera on the floor. Even so, Liu Qingge pushes the trio 
behind him, Cheng Luan raised at the ready as the body pulls itself up to sitting, puppeteered 
by some invisible force. 


“Better hurry,” the array master croons, and through the mess of blood, Liu Qingge can just 
make out a grisly smile. He already knows what they’re going to say—the sentiment at least, 
if not the exact words—but it doesn’t stop the white hot flash of anger he feels when the 
array master continues in a sing-song, “ there might not be anything left of your precious little 
kunze ,” nor does it stop him from slicing the grinning demonic cultivator in half. 


It’s less satisfying than he thought it would be. 


“Mingyan, you take the lead," he says after a steadying breath, turning back to the wide-eyed 
disciples with a small grimace, and he makes an effort to school his voice into something 
calmer in apology. “Shang Qinghua and Mu Qingfang are waiting with a transportation array 
at the central courtyard. Qi Qingqi and Shen Qingqiu are clearing out the western and 
southern wings. Head towards the center; I left a clear path.” 


Instructions done, Liu Qingge turns to Ning Yingying and Luo Binghe, who are looking at 
the bisected corpse with far too much satisfaction than he’d expected. Then again, these two 
are Shen Qinggiu's and Shen Yuan’s personal disciples, so maybe that explains it. “You two,” 
he starts, making sure to meet their gazes straight on. "I'll get your shifu, so behave and no 
funny business.” Liu Qingge has been on enough night hunts with Qing Jing Peak disciples to 
know that the warning is very much warranted. “Are we clear?” 


The quick look that Ning Yingying and Luo Binghe share fails to inspire any confidence, but 
they chirp out a, “yes, Liu-shishu,” all the same so Liu Qingge will take it. 


After seeing the disciples and his sister off with a qiankun pouch full of protective talismans, 
Liu Qingge combs through a few more rooms before he turns to the last hallway in the 
eastern wing with more than a little trepidation. 


If Shen Yuan isn't here— 


If Shen Yuan isn't here, then he's somewhere else in the manor. Shen Qingqiu or Qi Qingqi 
may have already even found him. Liu Qingge doesn't have to be the one to find him first; the 
only important thing is that he's found, and they can take him back home. 


Except, the moment Liu Qingge turns the last corner, he knows that Shen Yuan cannot be 
anywhere else but here . 


There must be some kind of scent suppressors lining the halls beyond this one. Otherwise, 
with how thick and concentrated Shen Yuan’s scent has become, they would have smelled 
him from as far back as the central courtyard. 


Because the hallway smells like Liu Qingge had just stepped into a lush and verdant forest in 
the height of spring, with flowers in full bloom and fruits at their ripest, like he’d gone and 


pressed his face into the junction where Shen Yuan’s thigh met his groin where his scent is 
strongest and breathed him all in. It’s Shen Yuan’s heat scent amplified to an intense and 
overwhelming degree, and it nearly knocks Liu Qingge off his feet, leaving him reeling, 
scent-drunk and half-hard in his robes. 


He has to take a moment to center himself, cycling qi through his meridians to stave off the 
heat in his loins because it wouldn’t do to get distracted. Even more so now when the 
verdurous bouquet of Shen Yuan’s pheromones is joined by the iron tang of blood the closer 
he gets to the last room, and he feels his stomach drop at the implications as he stands in front 
of the sealed door. 


The seal doesn’t even require any force before it breaks apart easily under a burst of qi, and 
the doors fall open with an ominous creak. It’s only when Liu Qingge is walking into the very 
last room—a decadent bedroom turned prison cell—that he realizes that he never smelled any 
other scent outside of Shen Yuan’s, nor sense anyone else’s qi for that matter, and the sight 
that greets him explains why. 


On the floor, near the foot of the bed, is a cooling corpse. What remains of its neck is a 
bloodied, unrecognizable ruin, and oh, oh , all too suddenly Liu Qingge remembers what his 
sire had once told him when he'd presented; a warning, a reminder— an unworthy qianyuan 
gets their throat ripped out. 


“Liu-shidi?” 


Shen Yuan calls from beyond the gauze curtains fluttering over the bed, more tempting than 
siren song, more potent than succubus venom, and Liu Qingge can do nothing but turn 
towards him, willing and helpless— willingly helpless —in his thrall. 


The first thing he notices when he pushes the curtains away is the blood. Shen Yuan’s entire 
front is covered in it, the green of his robes dyed a stark red. There’s even a telltale stain on 
his right sleeve from where Shen Yuan must have wiped off the blood from his lips 
afterwards. It’s further proof of what happens to a qianyuan who would force themselves on 
Shen Yuan, and it sends an unbidden spark through Liu Qingge’s spine, igniting the embers 
in the pit of his belly into a raging fire that he struggles to ignore. Especially when Shen Yuan 
calls for him again, this time by his name, “Qingge,” tone firm and gaze surprisingly sharp 
even when he’s evidently in the throes of a heat. “You’re here.” 


“Of course.” 


It’s absolutely nothing at all like the other times he’s seen Shen Yuan in heat, soft and pliant, 
sweeter than sweetness itself, and terrifyingly vulnerable. There’s none of that vulnerability 
now, and Liu Qingge is reminded of a passing comment Qi Qingqi had once made about 
Shen Yuan nearly running her through with Jue Shi when she’d moved a bit too fast and a bit 
too close to him during an early preheat, and how Yuan-didi gets so prickly when he s close to 
heat, he’s only ever sweet with you . He’d refuted her then with a scoff but finds that he can’t 
now, not when he’s watching Shen Yuan visibly go docile and submissive at the sight of him, 
sinking back onto the bed and the effects of his heat willingly now that he knows Liu Qingge 
is there , scent somehow growing impossibly stronger and sweeter all for him, only for him. 


Oh. 
Oh. 


“Shen Yuan,” Liu Qingge rasps out, relief loosening his tongue and what remains of his 
control, one knee on the bed and one breath away from the precipice of his control as the 
realization— that this has never been a one-sided thing, that this was Shen Yuan s choice, 
that he has always been Shen Yuan’s choice— clicks firmly, decisively into place. 


And then all it takes is a plaintive little, “ please ," from Shen Yuan before Liu Qingge is 
finally, finally surging down to kiss him, settling between Shen Yuan’s thighs as easily as 
breathing, as everything else falls away and Liu Qingge feels lighter than air. 


Kissing Shen Yuan is everything he’d thought it would be and more; slick and hot and 
overwhelming in all the best ways, as their lips come together again and again and again, 
clumsily at first before they find a perfect rhythm between lips, teeth, and tongue. And oh , 
Liu Qingge could do this forever. Spend countless hours tracing the perfectly imperfect bow 
of Shen Yuan’s upper lip and tasting the sweet curve of his teasing smile. Lick into his mouth 
like a man starved, swallowing every gasp and moan until Shen Yuan’s lips are red and 
swollen, a kiss-bitten mess. 


Liu Qingge no longer knows why he’s never done this before, because clearly, kissing Shen 
Yuan is the only thing he is meant to be doing. It’s the only thing worth doing. It’s like he’s 
closer to a breakthrough with every frantic press of their lips, every little breathless noise 
Shen Yuan makes when his teeth grazes the plush softness of his bottom lip, every second 
their scents intertwine, melding together into a heady cocktail. 


A whine spills out of Shen Yuan as he pulls back for air, but it quickly transforms into a 
shocked moan when Liu Qingge grabs at his jaw, tilting his head up so he can suck kisses 
into the smooth underside of it. From there, it’s the easiest thing to go lower, to bite his way 
down the curve of Shen Yuan’s neck, urged on by the filthy grind of their hips. Even through 
the layers of their robes, Liu Qingge swears he can feel the scorching heat of him as he ruts 
against Shen Yuan like an animal. 


Just as Liu Qingge drags his hands from their place on Shen Yuan’s jaw and neck, down to 
the tempting swell of his hips, a horribly familiar sword song whistles through the air—a bolt 
of clarity cutting through the haze of his arousal. 


Xiu Ya. 
Fuck. 
Trust Shen Qingqiu to somehow get in the way without even being here. 


“No! No, no, no, please, stay, Qingge—ah—TI need you,” Shen Yuan cries when he makes to 
move away, hands fisted in his robes in an attempt to pull him back in, and when that doesn't 
work, Shen Yuan proceeds to bare his throat, the gesture and intent unmistakable as he turns 
his head pointedly to the side, revealing the marks that Liu Qingge had just left all over his 
neck, as well as his inflamed mating gland that’s just begging for a bite. It's a submission and 


invitation all at once, and Liu Qingge's mind screeches to a halt as pure, unadulterated want 
slams back into him, making his mouth water, and he wavers from where he’s looming over 
Shen Yuan. “Qingge, please—/ want it." 


It’s all Liu Qingge can do not to groan out loud because he wants it too. Wants nothing more 
than to bite and claim Shen Yuan once and for all, formalize their years-long courtship with a 
bond. Heaven knows Liu Qingge has never even known he could want like this before he'd 
met Shen Yuan. But he’s not going to do it while they’re here —in some dilapidated manor 
full of demonic energy, the corpse of some demonic cultivator cooling on the floor beside 
them. 


No, Liu Qingge has already waited this long, he can wait a bit longer. 


They both can, he thinks, biting down on the smile that threatens at the corners of his lips 
when Shen Yuan glares fiercely up at him, as if he knows just what Liu Qingge is planning to 
do. 


"Shixiong can be mad at this one all he wants later," Liu Qingge promises, stealing one last 
lingering kiss before he knocks Shen Yuan out. 


Shen Qingqiu is already on his feet the moment Liu Qingge steps out of the gate and into the 
central courtyard, Shen Yuan tucked safely in his arms and wrapped up in his outer robe. It's 
as much of a claim as he's willing to make right now. Even with the knowledge that Shen 
Yuan has chosen him, Liu Qingge will still see their courtship through properly and he 
refuses to take any more liberties beyond what he already had. 


“A-Yuan,” comes Shen Qingqiu’s choked cry, the cold mask cracking just for a moment 
before it's immediately paved over with vitriol when Shen Qingqiu catches sight of the mess 
of blood and gore all over Shen Yuan's front that Liu Qingge's robes had been unable to hide. 
“Why is he covered in blood? What have you done?" Shen Qingqiu hisses, one hand already 
on Xiu Ya's hilt, and if this had happened back when they were but disciples, Liu Qingge 
would be reaching for Cheng Luan too at the slight. 


But they are no longer disciples, and Liu Qingge's chest is still full, his heart light, and not 
even Shen Qingqiu’s castigations can ruin his good mood. “He ripped a qianyuan's throat out 
with his teeth," he says, meeting Shen Qinggiu's gaze evenly, noting the flash of bloodthirsty 
satisfaction therein. 


Somewhere behind them, Qi Qingqi whistles appreciatively. 


“Hand him over. Now, brute," Shen Qingqiu demands, stepping into his space so suddenly 
and so abruptly that Liu Qingge cannot help the growl he lets out, hackles rising at the 
perceived threat. “Liu Qingge, you—" 


“Sorry,” he grits out, shamefaced as he tamps down on the instinctual urge to take Shen Yuan 
and go. “Just...give me a second.” 


Surprisingly enough, Shen Qingqiu does, even if his expression does imply that he thinks 
Shen Yuan ought to have ripped Liu Qingge's throat out too. 
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“You are not to leave this peak again, A- Yuan, not while I still breathe!” 


(Before Shen Yuan can get his man, Jiu-ge gets some much needed A-Yuan time.) 
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“This disciple will bring shizun and shifu breakfast tomorrow morning.” 


Luo Binghe pipes up just as Shen Qingqiu moves to close the door to the bamboo house, and 
he has to resist the very tempting urge to shut the door on the boy’s painfully earnest face. He 
almost gives in though, and only the possibility of Shen Yuan finding out and being 
disappointed in him stays his hand. 


“No,” Shen Qingqiu snaps even though he has missed the little beast's cooking these past few 
days without, spearing Luo Binghe with a dispassionate frown. It is, unfortunately, the most 
disapproval he can muster after everything, and he supposes that he is rather relieved to have 
not only his A- Yuan returned, but also their disciples, if only because Shen Qingqiu has 
already gone and trained these ones, especially Luo Binghe, who is no longer the brainless, 
eager to please sycophant he'd started out as. “Did Disciple Luo not understand Mu-shidi's 
instructions?" 


“I—” The boy falters, face twisting into a scowl that tells Shen Qingqiu just what Luo 
Binghe thinks of Mu Qingfang's medical advice, before acquiescing with a sullen, “this 
disciple will rest as Mu-shishu instructed and will refrain from any strenuous activities for the 
rest of the week." 


Dramatic little shit, Shen Qingqiu thinks with a begrudging fondness as he flicks at the boy's 
forehead where a small furrow has formed, and earns himself a blinding smile. “Go rest, Luo 
Binghe." 


“Good night, shizun!” Luo Binghe chirps with far too much energy and cheer from someone 
who just got abducted and had his arm broken. 


Once he’s certain that there won’t be any more well-meaning disciples darkening their 
doorstep, Shen Qingqiu firmly closes the door to the bamboo house, putting up layers upon 
layers of protective arrays and privacy talismans as he goes. There won’t be anyone bothering 
them until he allows it, and after today, well, Shen Qingqiu feels rather disinclined to do so 
ever again. He briefly entertains an old childish fantasy, one he'd had ever since their shizun 
had brought them both back with her to Cang Qiong and took them on as disciples, of 
packing Shen Yuan up and running somewhere far away where it can just be the two of them 
once again, where he won't have to share his brother's attention and affection with anyone 
else. Shen Qinggiu has plans in place for it too—countless contingencies thought out to the 
very last detail, provisions carefully stockpiled over the years, a charming little cottage 
tucked away on a small hill with space for a garden for all the strange plants Shen Yuan could 
possibly want—but he banishes the thought as quickly as it comes. 


It could never be, after all. 


Oh, Shen Qingqiu does not doubt that Shen Yuan would follow him if he asked, and would 
leave Cang Qiong behind at his behest. His sweet idiot A- Yuan, who would spite the world 
for him if he asked. But how long before affection breeds resentment? How long before Shen 
Yuan feels trapped? How long before his brother finally sees him for the jealous monster that 
he is? 


No. 


Shen Qingqiu is willing to risk many things, but as he's proven during their short tenure at 
the Qiu Manor, Shen Yuan will never be one of them. 


Shen Qingqiu goes through the bamboo house's security measures one last time before 
finally allowing himself to release the breath he's been holding ever since Shen Yuan had set 
off on his own, and greedily inhaling the scent of spring now freshly suffusing the space at 
Shen Yuan's return. It's still tinged faintly with the prickling warmth of heat hormones, and if 
not for the suppressants Shen Qingqiu takes religiously (against Mu Qingfang's strict medical 
advice), he imagines he'd be pulled into a sympathetic heat. And while Shen Qingqiu is no 
longer as averse to giving in to the worst of his kunze nature as he had been when he was 
much, much younger, he doesn’t think it would be a good idea. His heat instincts, unlike 
Shen Yuan’s and every other kunze he’s met, is only ever focused on keeping his idiot little 
A-Yuan safe and sound in their shared nest, and with Shen Yuan’s abduction still a gaping 
wound, Shen Qingqiu knows that any heat he would be pulled into now would be a fraught 
and difficult one. 


Activating a final privacy ward for good measure, Shen Qingqiu makes his way to the back 
of the bamboo house, towards the expansive bathing area—which boasted a small pool hewn 
into the stone floor powered by several heating and purifying arrays—where he’d left Shen 


Yuan with strict orders to soak in the wooden tub and not touch anything. Judging by the 
mess of plant ash on the floor and on Shen Yuan's hair, he didn’t listen. Still, at least his brat 
of a brother followed his instructions to use the wooden tub instead of the pool. 


With a long-suffering sigh, Shen Qingqiu—no—Shen Jiu sheds his outer robes and the 
proverbial mantle of Qing Jing Peak Lord and hangs it up by the divider, before tying his hair 
and sleeves up, completing the transformation. Right now, he is only Shen Jiu, not Shen 
Qingqiu, and so he feels perfectly justified in swatting Shen Yuan upside the head as he 
prepares the various soaps and oils he'll be using, the tinkling of ceramic and glass filling the 
air. 


*Jiu-ge!" 


“Do not even start with me." Shen Jiu rolls his eyes, even as he rubs a soothing hand over the 
spot he'd just swatted. “I’m still furious with you," he grumbles, ignoring the way Shen Yuan 
rolls his eyes back at him, face pinching into a pout. “You are not to leave this peak again, A- 
Yuan, not while I still breathe!" 


"Jiu-ge," Shen Yuan whines in that tone of voice he always uses whenever he thinks Shen Jiu 
is being unreasonable, catching one of his hands in his and pressing his cheek into it. It's such 
a transparent attempt at placating him and Shen Jiu really ought to stop falling for it every 
single time. “I’m fine," Shen Yuan continues, looking up at him beseechingly. “You all came 
to get me just in time." 


At that, Shen Jiu scoffs and snatches his hand back. “Clearly not when you've gone ahead 
and bared your neck for that brute." Just the memory of seeing Liu Qingge's proprietary hand 
over Shen Yuan's neck, right over his mating gland, when he'd carried him out of the eastern 
courtyard is enough to set Shen Jiu's blood boiling. 


It boils further still when Shen Yuan flushes up to his ears and releases a cloud of potent 
pheromones that has Shen Jiu hissing and dunking Shen Yuan underwater, because he does 
not need to know what his brother's arousal smells like, thankyouverymuch. Shen Jiu really 
should have nipped this relationship in the bud. He could have easily refused to forgive the 
brute after that whole debacle at the Red Warmth Pavilion and Shen Yuan wouldn't have 
begrudged him for it. He could have claimed that Liu Qingge's apology had been insincere at 
best and insulting at worst, and then Shen Jiu would never have to deal with any of this, 
would never have to worry about Shen Yuan not needing him anymore, and leaving him 
alonealonealone just like Qi-ge did and— 


“Jiu-ge!” Shen Yuan cries, interrupting the dangerous path Shen Jiu's thoughts had taken as 
he surfaces with a splash and more than just a little bit of bellyaching. 


The whining only intensifies when Shen Jiu asks, mocking, “Does A-Yuan no longer know 
how to say anything else other than my name?" As if he doesn't relish the sound of Shen 
Yuan calling for him still, persistent proof that Shen Yuan has yet to outgrow him despite 
everything. 


“Liu-shidi didn't bite me anyway," Shen Yuan mumbles petulantly under his breath, because 
clearly, Shen Jiu has raised an idiot. 


While he would never admit it even upon pain of certain death and dismemberment, he is 
thankful, and continues to be so, that Liu Qingge is a better person, not to mention a better 
qianyuan, than Shen Jiu had given him credit for. Anyone else and Shen Yuan’s virtue would 
not have remained miraculously intact for so long. Shen Jiu could scarcely believe it himself 
sometimes, what with Shen Yuan’s increasingly desperate and idiotic attempts at getting Liu 
Qingge to rid him of his virtue, if not for the visual proof of Shen Yuan’s still-pristine mating 
gland. 


(There are, however, multiple suspicious marks on Shen Yuan’s throat that Shen Jiu will be 
incandescently furious about later.) 


“Perhaps the brute requires a written invitation." Shen Jiu says in a deadpan as he reaches for 
a jar of rice water, before hastily adding, “that was a joke," when Shen Yuan's eyes take on a 
speculative gleam. *A4-Yuan! " He warns, hackles already rising as if to brace himself for 
impact. 


Shen Yuan only laughs, waving off his exasperation as if Shen Jiu isn't completely justified in 
it, when experience dictates that that particular gleam in Shen Yuan's eyes never portends 
anything good. “I’m not going to send Liu-shidi an invitation! What would it even say?” 
Shen Yuan asks with a beatific smile that fools absolutely no one, least of all Shen Jiu, before 
affecting an air he'd doubtlessly learned from one of the flowers at the Red Warmth 
Pavillion, and continuing with a flutter of his eyelashes, “Dear Liu-shidi, I hereby invite you 
to my cunt?” 


A strained silence follows as Shen Jiu closes his eyes and attempts with all his might to erase 
the last few seconds from memory, to no avail. He is going to burn every single one of Shen 
Yuan 5 terrible books, see if he doesn't. Pursing his lips, Shen Jiu opens his eyes to see Shen 
Yuan with his face in his hands, ears bright red, and really, how can his brother be so crude 
and yet so thin-faced at the same time? It boggles the mind. Shen Jiu is certain Shen Yuan has 
read worse in those yellow books Shang Qinghua and Qi Qingqi keep foisting onto him. 


*Never say those words where I can hear them ever again," he grits out to the sound of Shen 
Yuan’s embarrassed noises before dumping rice water over Shen Yuan's head. 


"No one can ever be worthy of you." 


Shen Jiu whispers much, much later—after he'd washed the blood and the filth off of Shen 
Yuan and after he'd let the furious tears that had been building up inside him finally fall— 
once they're both safely ensconced in their shared nest, curled towards each other like 
children huddling for warmth. But he supposes that the brute will do, if Shen Yuan insists. 
Shen Jiu has never been able to deny his idiot little A- Yuan anything—not when they were 
but street urchins with nothing to their names (not even real names) and certainly not now 
when they were both immortal masters in their own right—and he isn't about to start now. Or 


ever, for that matter. And even if he did try to deny his brother this one thing, Shen Jiu thinks 
with an irritated moue as he laces their fingers together, idly tracing the lopsided scar on the 
base of Shen Yuan’s right thumb, Shen Yuan would find a way to get what he wants 
regardless, the manipulative little brat. 


Shen Jiu had spoiled his brother rotten and he was now reaping the spoils. 


“Qingge is,” Shen Yuan says with a squeeze of his hand and a pathetic wobble of his bottom 
lip. 


Spoiled. 


“He better be,” Shen Jiu mutters, lips turning down at the too-familiar address. Ugh , he’s 
going to have to get used to that and to the brute hanging around even more around Qing 
Jing, isn’t he? How absolutely terrible. He hates it already. Perhaps he can modify the 
protective arrays around the peak again to throw the brute off from time to time; keep him on 
his toes. “And don’t think I wouldn’t challenge the brute—” Shen Jiu pauses, lips twisting 
into a grimace when Shen Yuan gives him a baleful look over their joined hands, and he 
begrudgingly corrects himself with a click of his tongue, “Liu Qingge to a duel just because 
you’ve submitted to him.” 


While it's true that Shen Jiu won’t be able to kill him now, not without making Shen Yuan 
sad, he can still try and maim the idiot. It’s the least of what Liu Qingge deserves for even 
daring to look at his idiot little A-Yuan in the first place. Shen Yuan only rolls his eyes and 
wiggles closer to grin brightly up at him, forever the single best and most precious thing in 
Shen Jiu’s life, and gods, Liu Qingge better keep his idiot brother happy forever because 
Shen Jiu would commit unspeakable horrors if Shen Yuan were to ever lose any of his 
smiles. 


“Love you too, Jiu-ge.” 


Chapter End Notes 


some more ramblings bc i have so much unnecessary worldbuilding for this au: 


- while having Shen Yuan around doesn't magically solve all of Shen Jiu's Issues(TM), it 
does help alleviate some of it. SY being there also spurs SJ on to get them away from 
the Qius much mUCH earlier (SJ presents REALLY REALLY early on and QJL 
definitely made some really horrible comments abt how he can't wait to have 2 kunze 
slaves and SJ's like YEAH NO fuck that noise we're not waiting for qi-ge, and gets out 
of dodge with SY slung over his shoulder) 

- there ARE some unsavory (read: incest-y) rumors about the Shen twins here (mostly 
coming from some spurned Huan Hua Palace) but they don't really get that much 
traction because (1) Shen Jiu, (2) Liu Minghui, (3) Yue Qi, (4) Qi Jingyi and (5) the rest 


of the CQM delegation 

- SJ, in true SJ fashion doesn't care much about rumors regarding himself, BUT they 
involved his A-Yuan so. Heads rolled. 

- the rumors crop up during an Immortal Alliance Conference and CQM makes a sweep 
of all the top places because one HHP disciple decided to make an enemy of the entire 
qing generation of head disciples. SY makes sure to steal ALL of that one disciple's kills 
just to rub it in even more 

- their shizun also has a fucking field day making pointed comments about HHP so a fun 
time is had by everyone all around 

- SY knows about the cottage and definitely incorrectly assumes that it's SJ's attempt to 
escape him because he's so much of a burden Imao idiot brothers and their abandonment 
issues amirite 

- SJ and LBH have a less contentious relationship here and SJ also doesn't dump hot tea 
over LBH's fluffy head. SJ mostly dislikes him bc he thinks LBH is Too Soft and kinda 
two-faced, and when LBH stops pretending to be a pure white sheep, they get along so 
much better (they also definitely commiserate over the fact that LQG is soooo not 
worthy of SY but they'll tolerate him for SY's sake) 


ANYWAY YEAH!! this is it for the jiu-ge interlude, 1 hope you enjoyed, see you 
(hopefully) next week when i (hopefully) finish the last chapter and get SY his mans 
once and for all 


Chapter Summary 


“I don’t know, bro. Have you considered just using your words?” Shang Qinghua asks 
after a while, circling back to the topic at hand with the worst suggestion he can possibly 
give. 


“I don't know, bro," Shen Yuan snaps back without much bite, “have you considered not 
being such a shitty excuse for a writer?” 


Chapter Notes 


this is hot of the presses as in i litchrally just finished typing this thing so if it's 
completely unreadable, find it in your hearts to forgive me etc etc mayhaps one day 1'll 
edit it when i reread this again and find all the mistakes 


a tiny content warning just in case: shen yuan and shang qinghua have a whole 
conversation about omegaverse as a genre. i personally subscribe to the concept of 
intersex omegas and they do talk about this. in true shen yuan fashion, he has a bit of a 
crisis about being intersex, and then proceeds to gloss over the entire thing. as you do. 


ANY WAY shen yuan's pov is a trip and a half to write - especially in this verse because 
i underestimated how completely unhinged he is at this point - so yEAH, buckle up for a 
dumbass ride, bring one brain cell only thakn u 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Okay. 
So. 
Hear him out. 


Shen Yuan knows perfectly well that Jiu-ge only said it to be facetious, but maybe, just 
maybe , it would actually be easier and better for everyone involved if he did actually just 
write an invitation. A real one. Not...not the invitation to his cunt one obviously, because 
he's pretty sure Liu-shidi will actually qi deviate all over the place if he sent something like 
that. Also, Jiu-ge will disown him for ever writing something so shameless in the first place. 


Because Shen Yuan really, really doesn't have the face for this, okay? He'd been banking on 
his pheromones doing all the work for him. Especially when he's been, as Shang Qinghua 


loves to say (read: complain), leaking slick and fuck me pheromones all over the place! 
Seriously, Liu-juju's control was insane! Shen Yuan has it on good authority, by which he 
means Qi Qinggi, Mu Qingfang, and all the brothel jiejie and meimei, that he smells insanely 
good, so really, what the hell is Liu-shidi waiting for? 


An RSVP? 

Is that it? 

He wants a table for one for Shen Yuan? 

Newsflash, Liu-shidi! You’ve had access to the entire exclusive tasting menu this entire time! 


Honestly, you'd think that after transmigrating into an omegaverse AU of Airplane's shitty 
novel, Shen Yuan would have an easier time getting ravished around here. But nooooo, he 
had to fall for the single most respectable alpha in this entire dumpster fire of a novel! Liu 
Qingge is really out here skewing the normal curve of his expectations for men and alphas 
everywhere by being the most ridiculous and gorgeous outlier ever and it’s just absolutely 
terrible. But also not really, because he wouldn't have Liu-shidi any other way. Shen Yuan 
wouldn t be in this situation if Liu Qingge isn't the way he is and hasn't been respectful of his 
choices and his increasingly non-existent boundaries even when Shen Yuan doesn’t want him 
to be. 


Because let’s be real here, Shen Yuan isn’t at all opposed to being looked upon very 
disrespectfully by Liu Qingge specifically. He’s more than fine with it as long as it’s Liu 
Qingge! The more disrespectful, the better! In his very honest opinion—and you can quote 
him on that—Liu Qingge should just grab him by the throat sometimes and spit into his 
mouth or something. Shen Yuan thinks he’d really, really enjoy it. He thinks they both will! 
And then they can proceed to enjoy each other in multiple different ways! 


And okay, fine, Shen Yuan’s not actually an idiot despite what his brother bemoans 
constantly. 


He had his moments, sure. He's human, after all, but he’d graduated from a good university in 
his first life, and Jiu-ge and their shizun had relentlessly peer pressured him into being an 
overachieving scholar in this one, when all Shen Yuan had wanted to do was fanboy over 
cool plants and monsters and work on his growing collection of field journals. Which means 
that despite his insistence of being just Jiu-ge’s spare—because there can t be two Qing Jing 
Peak Lords no matter what their shizun says (and everyone else in the An generation is too 
scared to refute otherwise)—Shen Yuan has enough knowledge on strategy and the four arts 
crammed into his brain to keep up with the rigors of being a Peak Lord of the scholar’s peak. 


So, yeah, he knows things! 


Contrary to popular belief, Shen Yuan knows exactly what Liu Qingge wants and has been 
waiting for all this time. Anyone who knows Liu Qingge beyond his much-deserved title of 
Bai Zhan’s War God can figure it out, and Shen Yuan likes to think that he knows Liu Qingge 
better than most. So, no, it’s not really a problem of knowing things because Shen Yuan’s got 
that in the bag. Maybe a decade or so ago, during the worst of what Airplane calls his 


internalized homophobia slash comphet phase, it would have been a question of knowledge 
and self-awareness, but he’d gone through that character development arc already, and right 
now, the main problem lies in the fact that Shen Yuan’s paper-thin face can’t actually handle 
using his words. He’s maybe 95% sure that if he were to use his words and tell Liu Qingge 
what he wants, he would just spontaneously combust; just full-on bursting into flames and it 
wouldn’t be pretty. 


And to be completely honest, Shen Yuan’s not even sure if he has the right words to properly 
express his feelings for Liu Qingge. Hell, words may not be enough to encompass 
everything, to convey that Liu Qingge is everything. Sure, Shen Yuan can easily crank out 
entire essays flaming web novel authors for their dumbfuck writing choices no problem, but 
get him to admit his genuine feelings for the only person he can see himself spending the rest 
of his immortal life truly, madly, and deeply in love with, and Shen Yuan will simply forget 
every single word in existence. 


No thoughts. 
Head empty. 
Only Liu Qingge’s cute little beauty mark and how much Shen Yuan wants to kiss it. 


It’s just too much pressure to place on his shoulders, that’s all. Actions should be more than 
enough. It’s not as if Liu Qingge is any better at using his words either. They were both 
equally terrible at using them, and Shen Yuan should really be given some slack here. He has 
been trying and doing his very best—all those papaplants and papaplots didn’t just magically 
spawn in their immediate vicinity, alright, he and Shang Qinghua had to conduct rigorous 
research and go on multiple fetch quests to hunt them all down—and he’d really appreciate it 
if Liu-shidi would get with the program and take him away to his bower already! Shen Yuan 
is ready to be ravaged, he has been ready and wanting for years. 


Also, give him a break! Shen Yuan already had to deal with death and dying and this whole 
mess of a transmigration. Not to mention the entire omegaverse thing and his presentation as 
an omega. Which, by the way, was really fucking traumatic. The only good thing about that 
particular episode was Liu Qingge, who had been unfailingly sweet and polite, flying him 
back to Cang Qiong and gamely weathering his shizun and Jiu-ge’s combined fury. Other 
than that, everything else was horrible; 0/10 stars, would not recommend. Seriously, what 
kind of body horror bullshit was the author of this PIDW AU into that they decided that 
omegas would just magically grow a pussy upon presentation? Uh, hello?! That’s not how 
bodies work! That’s not how any of this works! Just write leaking asses and ass wombs like 
everyone else! Don’t try to be cute and unique! 


“T mean, I don’t know, I guess it’s a matter of preference, but I always thought the concept of 
intersex omegas is pretty neat," Shang Qinghua suddenly says, cutting off his rant as 
effectively as if he’d thrown a pillow at Shen Yuan’s face, and if not for the very 
anachronistic box of chocolate truffles that Shang Qinghua had miraculously procured and 
brought along as an offering, Shen Yuan has half a mind to throw him out the bamboo house 
and get Jiu-ge to menace him. As it is, he still might, chocolates notwithstanding. God knows 
Shang Qinghua always deserves a little bit of menacing, especially when he continues, “Like, 


it explains the mpreg so much better without having to pull out those ass womb diagrams. 
You know the ones.” 


The worst thing about all of this is that Shen Yuan does, in fact, know about the ass womb 
diagrams that Shang Qinghua is talking about by virtue of his meimei who had been way into 
the omegaverse trope and would send him screenshots just to annoy him. And any other time, 
Shen Yuan would agree, because yeah , having intersex omegas explains the whole mpreg 
part easily, but in this instance, Shen Yuan had actually presented as an omega and had to go 
through the horrifying ordeal of getting new...equipment, so excuse him for being contrary. 
This wasn’t just a cute concept for him, it was his reality. After his presentation heat, Shen 
Yuan had to go into seclusion for a couple of months to settle back into his body which had 
become uncharted territory, because surprise, surprise, he’s only ever had a dick! 


(He also had to have a really awkward but ultimately necessary heart-to-heart with his 
brother. Shen Jiu, he knows, harbors some pretty intense self-hatred and disgust over being 
an omega, no thanks to their brief stint at the Qiu Manor—honestly, fuck the Qius, the 
original Shen Qingqiu had been completely justified in burning them all to the ground 
because Qiu Haitang is a big fat liar who lies, and if she even thinks about darkening their 
doorstep in the future, Shen Yuan will not hesitate to cut a bitch—and Shen Yuan had to 
reassure him repeatedly that presenting as an omega and being one isn't a terrible thing, and 
that Shen Yuan's panicking really just stems from the fact that having a pussy is really 
fucking weird, okay .) 


“I don't want to hear this from a beta," Shen Yuan hisses, shooting Shang Qinghua a 
venomous glare from where he's sprawled out on the floor. 


"Right. Sorry. Yeah, that's fair," Shang Qinghua stutters out, looking appropriately chastised 
as he wordlessly produces another box of chocolates from his qiankun pouch and places it on 
the table. Yeah, he better give Shen Yuan more chocolates after that comment. “I don't know, 
bro. Have you considered just using your words?" Shang Qinghua asks after a while, circling 
back to the topic at hand with the worst suggestion he can possibly give. 


“T don't know, bro," Shen Yuan snaps back without much bite, “have you considered not 
being such a shitty excuse for a writer?" 


Shang Qinghua, because he is a shitty excuse for a writer, only whistles. *Wow, that has to be 
your tamest insult to date." 


“Fuck you," Shen Yuan hisses, sitting up only to slump back down on the low table with a 
loud groan. “I feel like someone took a rusty spoon to my insides and scraped everything out, 
so excuse me for not being mean enough for your tastes, asshole." Not even Shen Jiu's 24/7 
fussing and mother henning can soothe all of the aftereffects of an unfulfilled heat after all, 
and there's only so much that Qian Cao's heat remedies can do to alleviate the lingering 
discontent Shen Yuan feels. “There has to be something,” he mutters miserably into his 
crossed arms, “some omegaverse trope that would work.” 


Across the table, Shang Qinghua lets out a long-suffering sigh and Shen Yuan can’t even find 
it in himself to flip him off, settling on glaring Shang Qinghua into submission. “Bro, you 
know we’ve gone through all of the acceptable ones, as well as all of the papaplants that 


wouldn’t cause irreversible harm to you and Liu-shidi,” Shang Qinghua says in that soft, 
mildly condescending tone he only ever uses for the youngest An Ding disciples. “It’s 
actually pretty impressive how Liu-shidi’s been dodging all of the papaplots now that I think 
about it.” 


“Airplane,” he whines, scrunching his face up into a pitiful pout that always, always works 
on Jiu-ge but only has Shang Qinghua snorting and reaching out to pinch his nose because 
he’s a terrible, terrible friend and Shen Yuan hates him. He really does. “I bared my throat to 
him and he still didn’t bite me.” Shen Yuan had thought that it would finally do the trick, 
would finally tempt Liu Qingge into giving up his control and giving in, but it still hadn’t 
been enough, and if Shen Yuan wasn’t completely secure in the knowledge that Liu Qingge 
wants him back, he’d assume the worst. As it stands, the rejection still smarts even if Shen 
Yuan understands why it would have been a terrible idea for Liu Qingge to claim him right 
then and there. 


Shen Yuan supposes that he’s lucky he even got a kiss out of the whole thing. 


“There, there, Yuanyuan, you'll get your pussy popped eventually," Shang Qinghua says with 
a pat to his head, and this time, Shen Yuan musters the energy to swat at him with his fan for 
the comment and the ridiculous nickname. Seriously, what is he, three? Not even his shizun 
called him Yuanyuan. “Hey!” Shang Qinghua laughs, dodging him and his fan easily. “It’s not 
my fault you went for my most respectful son!” 


“Can you not—” Shen Yuan starts to say, because it's bad enough when Shang Qinghua 
refers to Binghe as his son—if anything Binghe is Jiu-ge’s kid while Shen Yuan is the cool 
uncle, and Shang Qinghua is maybe some distant relative once-removed—he really can’t 
handle it when Shang Qinghua does it with everybody else, only to pause, eyes catching on 
the open door leading to his bedroom and the spill of blankets from his haphazardly 
deconstructed nest on the floor. 


Well, now. 
There’s an idea. 


Gingerly getting to his feet, Shen Yuan shuffles to the bedroom door without a word and 
closes it with a faint click, ignoring Shang Qinghua’s concerned, “uh, Yuan-bro? You okay?” 
as his mind rushes a mile a minute. 


“There's something I haven’t tried yet,” Shen Yuan says faintly, turning the idea over and 
over in his head, cheeks growing hotter and hotter with every second as he imagines that 
same spill of pale green on a different floor, in a different peak, interspersed with the grays 
and dark blues of Liu Qingge’s robes— 


“Oh worm?” Shang Qinghua asks, because of course he replies with a fucking outdated 
meme. 


Shen Yuan almost doesn’t want to answer him but needs must. Still, he makes sure to flip 
Shang Qinghua off as he turns around and makes his way back to the table, the burst of 
annoyance allowing him to say, “building a nest in Liu-shidi’s house,” without too much 


stammering. Of course, now that the words have left his mouth, Shen Yuan feels his blood 
ignite in his veins, and it takes considerable effort to rein in his scent because he doesn’t need 
Shang Qinghua sneezing and complaining about his fuck me pheromones again. 


“Wait, I thought —* 


“Yeah, yeah, I know I said that it would be too embarrassing,” Shen Yuan concedes, waving 
off Shang Qinghua's / told you sos, because yes , he's perfectly aware that Shang Qinghua 
had suggested this way back when they were still disciples and he had mercilessly vetoed it 
because it was embarrassing. It still is! It hasn't really stopped being embarrassing, and Shen 
Yuan is saying this as someone who is fully aware that he has, as a matter of fact, committed 
an insane number of embarrassing and shameful things over the years in his attempt to get 
Liu Qingge to carry him off into the sunset. 


Even so, building a nest in your own space or somewhere relatively neutral like an inn room 
is one thing, building a nest in an alpha's personal space, so steeped in their scent and claim, 
is another. There are layers upon layers of meaning and suggestion in the gesture alone, and 
Shen Yuan can already feel his insides squirm like a bunch of horny little snakes just thinking 
about it. 


“But at least I wouldn't have to say anything,” he adds, which, in Shen Yuan's book, is reason 
enough to do it. 


“Y’know what," Shang Qinghua says after he's gotten his fill of being a judgy little shit. “At 
this point, nothing short of a written invitation will work on Liu-shidi, and this is probably as 
good as he's gonna get from you. So what the hell, go for it.” 


It's not exactly the ringing endorsement he'd been hoping for, but it’s enough to carry Shen 
Yuan through the next three days of his Jiu-ge mandated house arrest. He already has a clear 
plan in mind by the end of it, as well as Jiu-ge’s reluctant permission—not that he needs it, 
mind you, but it’s nice to have it either way—and all Shen Yuan needs now is the right timing 
because he can’t just show up in Liu Qingge’s cottage and start building a nest there like 
some kind of weirdo. 


“A-Yuan,” Jiu-ge calls, breaking him out of his reverie with a sharp rap of his fan that has 
Shen Yuan's knuckles stinging. “Stop pretending to grade papers and just go already.” 


What the hell? Did his brother get replaced by a pod person? Hadn't Jiu-ge just been creating 
excuses earlier to keep him on Qing Jing? Why is he trying to throw him out now? Jiu-ge, 
this Shen Yuan isn’t ready! 


“This filial brother has no idea what Peak Lord Shen can possibly mean,” Shen Yuan says, 
pointedly turning back to the hilariously terrible poem he’s in the middle of reading, and 
seriously, it’s a good thing Binghe is destined to be the protagonist because a poet he is most 
definitely not. The poem is so bad, he’s honestly a little impressed. “This master is perfectly 
content to sit here in front of our bamboo house, grading poems with his beloved brother, and 
being served tea by our most adorable disciple,” he continues with a serene smile that’s 
definitely not hiding the fact that he’s nearly vibrating out of his skin from nerves. 


From the corner of his eye, he sees Shen Jiu scoff and roll his eyes, obviously gearing up for 
a stinging repartee. But before his brother can deliver any of his zingers, Ning Yingying 
settles down next to him, ostensibly to refill his cup, and quips, completely non-sequitur, 
“Ying-er heard that Liu-shishu will finally be back from gathering some rare herbs for Qian 
Cao tonight, so shifu should listen to shizun and go now.” 


Shen Yuan splutters, entire face erupting into flames as he looks upon Ning Yingying in sheer 
and utter betrayal. Et tu, Ying-er? “Whose side is Ying-er on, ah?” 


Ning Yingying just smiles beatifically in response, and Jiu-ge, who’s definitely smirking into 
his teacup, has been such a terrible influence on her. Where’d their cute little meimei go? The 
next thing Shen Yuan knows, she'll be stabbing people in the eyes with her poisoned hair 
sticks. Although, considering all the bullshit that happens to the original Ning Yingying in 
PIDW, this development is really good for her. Shen Yuan is here for it. 


“Fine,” he sniffs, arranging the mess of papers on his side of the table into neat stacks, before 
standing up in a flutter of robes and deftly ignoring the way Ning Yingying is trying and 
failing to hide her giggles. "I'll go, since no one wants me here." 


“Tell the brute I expect you back here no later than the hour of the pig," Shen Jiu decrees 
with an imperious flick of his sleeve as Shen Yuan turns to leave, and try as he might, Shen 
Yuan can't quite fight off the incredulous bark of laughter that he lets out at that because their 
teenage disciples have a later curfew than he does. 


Shen Yuan had a later curfew when he was a disciple! He and Jiu-ge both did. Hell, their 
shizun didn't even believe in enforcing curfew as long as they didn't get caught and set off 
any of the security arrays. 


“PII see Jiu-ge tomorrow at the hour of the snake," he counters sweetly, enunciating each 
word carefully just as he summons Jue Shi and jumps on. *Don't wait up!" 


* 4-Yuan! ? 


Shen Yuan doesn't quite zoom out of Qing Jing peak, but it's a very, very close thing, and he 
sends off a quick prayer to whatever heavenly official is listening that Jiu-ge doesn't change 
his mind and follows after him to drag him back by the ear to their bamboo house. Not that 
Shen Yuan thinks Jiu-ge would renege on his promise to be nice and give Liu Qingge a 
chance, but well...you never know with Jiu-ge sometimes. And as much as Shen Yuan loves 
his brother and would ride or die for him, no questions asked, he'd really rather not have him 
tag along as a disapproving chaperone. 


He does a couple of meandering circuits around the other peaks anyway, making it look as if 
he's just wandering aimlessly around the mountain range and not heading towards Bai Zhan 
peak specifically. It's something that Shen Yuan has taken to doing back when he was still a 
disciple—after his shizun had given him an impish grin over her pipe and mentioned that it's 
adorable how Yuan-er always shoots off to Bai Zhan in a straight line every single time to go 
visit Liu-shizhi—and he seizes the moment to clear his head, breathe in the cool mountain air, 
and steel himself for what he's about to do. 


Ultimately, Shen Yuan knows that nothing terrible is going to happen. If making a fool of 
himself and making dumb life choices countless times over the course of their friendship still 
hasn’t driven Liu Qingge away, then he imagines that this wouldn’t either. Liu Qingge has 
seen him at his best and at his worst, has seen him get regurgitated by a gigantic demonic 
pitcher plant and still looked at him as if he would want nothing more than to hold Shen 
Yuan’s hand for all of eternity, which was incredibly sweet because Shen Yuan had been 
covered in a thick layer of slimy plant gunk at the time. So no, this entire endeavor wouldn’t 
end in tears. It might end with him losing a layer off of his already thin face, but that’s a price 
Shen Yuan is more than willing to pay. 


After another lazy lap along the edges of Qiong Ding peak, Shen Yuan finally makes for Bai 
Zhan peak with a renewed burst of energy. 


The good news is that none of the Bai Zhan kids spot him when he lands in the small clearing 
deep in Bai Zhan’s forest trail that leads to Liu Qingge’s house. The bad news is that Liu 
Mingyan does. The even worse news is that Liu Mingyan spots him while he’s climbing 
through Liu Qingge’s window with boots in hand. 


*Shen-shibo?" 


“Liu-shizhi,” Shen Yuan squeaks out, keeping his eyes away from where Liu Mingyan is 
standing in the middle of the small sitting area that doubles as Liu Qingge's office. Based on 
a passing comment from Liu Qingge a couple of weeks back, he knows she's here to hide the 
novel she's been writing, because where better to hide things that you don't want your nosy 
martial sisters to find than the Bai Zhan War God's office? Shen Yuan just wishes that her 
visit hadn't coincided while he was technically breaking and entering. “This isn't —" what it 
looks like, is what he means to say, except that he's literally straddling the window frame like 
a particularly inept thief and it looks like Shen Yuan is just going to have to live with the 
shame of getting caught sneaking into Liu Qingge 5 house by Liu Qingge 5 sister. 


God, Qi Qingqi is never going to let him live this down when she inevitably finds out, 
because she will find out even if Liu Mingyan doesn't tell her. 


"Shen-shibo need not explain," Liu Mingyan assures him with a quick shake of her head once 
she's recovered from the shock of seeing him sneaking into her brother's house via a window. 
"This disciple was just leaving," she continues, eyes crinkling at the corners in the same 
exact way that Liu Qingge's does when he smiles, and adds with a wink, “wishing Shen- 
shibo the best of luck," before she gives him a quick bow, and leaves him to curl up in a ball 
of shame on the floor and scream into his hands. 


It takes Shen Yuan a solid fifteen minutes to talk himself out of flying back to the bamboo 
house. He's made it this far already, he reasons, and he's already known that he was always 
going to make a fool of himself today one way or another; better to just get it out of the way. 
It's probably for the best that this happened because after his quick screaming session, Shen 
Yuan feels much more grounded, and he means it this time around. The anxiety that's been 
sitting like a leaden ball in the pit of his stomach has been replaced by something light that 
fills him up and pulls him back on his feet. 


And then it’s just a matter of gathering the courage to make his way to Liu Qingge’s 
bedroom. Not that it takes much, because for all that Shen Yuan has made himself 
comfortable in Liu Qingge’s house many times before, particularly in his office, and has even 
had a hand in decorating the space—two of his paintings are displayed proudly over an oak 
bookshelf and the clarity ice lotus he’d spent an embarrassingly long time preserving sits 
primly on the low table, a delicate centerpiece meant to cleanse any and all ambient resentful 
energy—he’s never actually been to Liu Qingge’s bedroom and he’s more than curious to 
know what it looks like. 


He eagerly pushes the door open, and before Shen Yuan can do much more than take in the 
comfortable-looking bed and breathe in Liu Qingge’s scent of plum blossoms, his eyes fall on 
a familiar-looking outer robe draped over one of the pillows. The pale green silk stands out 
starkly against the dark gray sheets, and the contrast has Shen Yuan swallowing against the 
sudden dryness in his throat. 


Huh. 
Looks like Shen Yuan isn’t the only one stealing robes around here. 


Walking towards the bed in a daze, he picks up the robe and all but buries his face into the 
collar and breathes in. It’s nearly devoid of all his scent now, nearly free from his claim, and 
it’s that thought that turns the simmering warmth under his skin into a wildfire. Plunges him 
into a headspace he only ever gets to when he’s deep in his heat and all he wants to do is 
make a nest (and get bred). 


It’s easy enough to give in to his instincts like this too, in a space so steeped in Liu Qingge’s 
scent, that before he’s fully aware of what he’s doing, Shen Yuan is stripping down to his 
inner robes and throwing the pile outer robes onto the bed. Afterwards, he makes quick work 
of raiding Liu Qingge’s closet, gathering an assortment of robes and blankets that he adds to 
the steadily growing pile, until the bed sheets have disappeared, completely eclipsed by 
everything on top. And then it’s only a matter of arranging everything the way he wants to, 
dragging his wrists over everything so that his and Liu Qingge’s scents have married together 
into something perfect and addicting—pulling him deeper and deeper still into a sense of 
contentment and home and safety— 


He wakes to calloused fingers gently tracing over his eyebrows and the bridge of his nose, 
the action weirdly soothing, and Shen Yuan thinks he can fall back asleep like this, lulled by 
the rhythmic motion of Liu Qingge’s fingers and enveloped in his scent. But he fights against 
the very tempting urge, stubbornly blinking away the sleep from his eyes to see Liu Qingge, 
dressed down to his inner robes and curled up next to him, a warm, solid weight against his 
side. He’s up on one elbow, looming over Shen Yuan with one hand propping up his 
ridiculously beautiful face, gazing down at him with pupils already blown wide. 


“Hey.” 


“Kinda creepy, watching me sleep,” he teases, voice hoarse from sleep, and is quickly 
rewarded with the sight of Liu Qingge sighing and openly rolling his eyes at him, the very 
picture of fond exasperation, and Shen Yuan wants to kiss him so badly. 


“Are you still in heat?” 


Why is that always the question? Can’t Shen Yuan do anything mildly unhinged and horny 
without being influenced by heat hormones? Then again, this is probably what he gets for 
relying on his pheromones so much. “Shidi knows I’m not,” he grumbles with a pout that Liu 
Qingge quickly smooths over with his thumb, and if Shen Yuan was braver, he’d suck Liu 
Qingge’s thumb into his mouth and really show him what’s up. “Jiu-ge wouldn’t have 
allowed me outside if I was.” 


Liu Qingge hums, considering. “Then, why is shixiong here? What can shixiong possibly 
want?” He asks softly, as if he’s not bundled perfectly against Shen Yuan’s side, in the nest 
that Shen Yuan made on his bed, using his robes and his blankets and his pillows. As if Shen 
Yuan isn’t covered in Liu Qingge’s scent, smelling so completely and utterly claimed that all 
he’s missing is a mating bite. As if Liu Qingge can’t smell the way Shen Yuan’s scent has 
ripened into a sticky sweetness from all of his gentle touches—! 


Shen Yuan’s just about to give him a piece of his mind when he spies the amused tilt of Liu 
Qingge’s smile and his sleep-slow mind finally catches up to the situation at hand—namely, 
the fact that Liu Qingge knows what he’s trying to do and is teasing him. 


Brat. 


"Shidi only ever calls this one shixiong when he wants something," Shen Yuan hisses with an 
embarrassed scowl, sitting up so he can slap a hand against Liu Qingge’s perfectly muscled 
chest and shocking an amused huff out of him. 


Except, instead of humoring him like he almost always does, Liu Qingge only continues to 
gaze up at him expectantly, as if he thinks that his beautiful, soulful eyes are enough to 
combat Shen Yuan’s thin face and pull the words out of Shen Yuan’s lips, and—and— 


—well — 
—he’s right! 


“Fine!” Shen Yuan yells, something inside him snapping as he pushes Liu Qingge flat on the 
bed, shocking him into wide-eyed submission before leaning over so that his unbound hair 
falls in a smooth, fragrant curtain over them. “This shixiong—" Shen Yuan starts, only to 
grimace and stop, mouth opening and closing a couple of times as he struggles for the right 
words, the right expression, before finally giving up and changing tack because experience 
has taught him that simplicity and truth is always best, and there’s nothing simpler and truer 
than this : “I am Qingge’s if he wants me.” 


A stunned silence follows his declaration, and then Liu Qingge is letting out a wounded noise 
that hooks into the deepest and softest parts of him as he surges upwards, pulling Shen Yuan 
into a kiss that he willingly and eagerly sinks into. It’s miles better than their last—partly 
because Shen Yuan didn’t rip anyone’s throat out beforehand, but mostly because Liu Qingge 
seems to be making up for lost time, pulling him into one kiss after another, kissing him 
deeply and stealing the very breath from his lungs every single time, until Shen Yuan is dazed 


and panting, holding onto Liu Qingge’s shoulders for dear life as he’s lifted up onto his lap 
and goddamn, Shen Yuan should have used his words much, much earlier. 


“T do,” Liu Qingge murmurs into the air between them, looking up at him through his 
unfairly long lashes in a move that would be coquettish on anyone else, but on Liu Qingge is 
just absolutely devastating and awe inspiring. It’s a small miracle that Shen Yuan hasn’t 
spontaneously combusted yet. “Of course I want you, I’ve only ever wanted you.” Liu 
Qingge continues to say, so sincere and matter-of-fact, as if he hasn’t broken Shen Yuan’s 
brain already. And as if that isn’t enough, gentle hands come up to cup his burning cheeks 
with a reverence that has Shen Yuan going boneless in Liu Qingge’s grasp, because what the 
fuck, what the fuck, who has been teaching Liu-juju these things?! 


It’s only when Liu Qingge lets out a disbelieving laugh, eyes crinkling endearingly at the 
corners, that Shen Yuan realizes that he’s said all of that out loud. 


“Too much?” Liu Qingge asks gently, even as he looks up at Shen Yuan with a smile so 
dazzling it should come with a warning. Aiya, Liu-juju, put that away! This Shen Yuan is 
already in love with you! 


“A little bit, but I like it," Shen Yuan admits anyway—because he might as well just lose all 
of his face at this point—before finally giving into the urge to kiss Liu Qingge’s beauty mark. 
“Although, if Qingge keeps this up, I might qi deviate and Jiu-ge will be forced to hunt you 
down.” 


At the mention of Jiu-ge’s name, Liu Qingge’s smile dims considerably, and Shen Yuan 
would berate him for it if not for Liu Qingge saying, “A-Yuan,” in a plaintive little tone, and 
wow, okay, that hits different. “Please stop talking about your brother.” 


“Make me.” 


Chapter End Notes 
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liushens in the future (maybe even in the same universe as this one) but im going to pass 
out now /rolls away 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


